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THIS MEMORIAL OF 

NEPTUNE 

THE FAITHFUL AND INTELLIGENT FRIEND AND 
COMPANION OF HER EARLIER YEARS 

IS 
AFFECTIONATELY DEDICATED. 



It may be well to state that all the inci- 
dents told in this little story of the life of 
Neptune are strictly true. 



NEPTUNE: AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 
A TRUE STORY. 



INTRODUCTORY. 

WAS lying down very cosily in front 
of the drawing-room fire, my nose 
upon my paws, in thorough enjoy- 
ment of a state of half-dreamy con- 
sciousness, when I was suddenly roused 
from my reverie by hearing my mis- 
tress exclaim — 

' Biographies and Autobiographies! I am sick 
of them all. It is the vice of the day that every- 
body rushes into print, and so all the absurdi- 
ties that Mr. Smith has committed, and all the 
twaddling nonsense that Mrs. Brown has talked, 
is given to the world as if it was matter of 
the deepest interest. Now, if Neptune could 
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write his life, it would be a very different mat- 
ter. He really would have something to tell 
worth listening to.' 

At this I pricked up my ears ; no wonder. 
My mistress continued — 

* Only look at that dog ; I am quite sure he 
understands every word that I say.' 

Of course I did. 

* Yes, Nep,' she repeated, ' I say it advisedly : 
if you could write your life, you dear, good, old 
doggie, it would be a charming book — a book 
worth reading.' 

* A charming book ! A book worth reading ! ' 
Dear me, these were very pleasant-sounding 
words. ' I could not get them out of my head. 
I tried to compose myself again upon my paws, 
but it was no good : sleep had gone from me* 
Visions of my past life floated slowly before 
my eyes : pleasures long since forgotten, sorrows 
passed away ; faults for which I have suffered, 
virtues^ for which I have been praised. 

Back with the vividness of yesterday came 
the events of years gone by, and with them 
came the thought — 

* What if my mistress should be right ? What 
if I could honestly retrace the story of the past ; 
who knows but that in following out the events 
of my life, unmarked though they have been by 
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any hairbreadth escapes or sensational adven- 
tures, yet still some might be interested in the 
still life-pictures of the quiet tale,— some even 
be the better for my story ? 

Should I try ? Why not ? 

Reader, this is how the book came to be 
written. It rests with you to judge its merits. 




CHAPTER I. 



^N my father's side I come of an old 
and noble family, his ancestors hav- 
ing been considered for many hun- 
dred years past as being amongst 
the best bred dogs in Newfoundland. 
He was himself bom in that country, 
but came to England" when he was quite a 
puppy. Possibly this may account for his 
having lost something of that exclusiveness 
for which our family have always been re- 
markable, and which has led them to imitate 
the example of certain royal families, and re- 
fuse to marry except with their own near 
kith and kin. Be that as it may, my father 
allowed his affections to get the better of his 
pride, and formed a matrimonial connexion with 
my beloved mother, a dog who was far more 
remarkable for her beauty and intelligence than 
for her relationship to aristocratic families, and 
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I am afraid, if the truth must be told, there were 
some of my cousins who were decidedly vulgar. 

But there was no vulgarity in my mother^s 
nature. She was a grand and noble creature. 
Even as a young puppy I did justice to her 
excellent qualities. How much more, then, do 
I admire her now, when my experience of life 
enables me to see how much of our family 
happiness was due to the gentle and caressing 
ways, and wise and judicious methods with 
which she brought our unruly wills and tempers 
into subjection. 

Well would it be for the happiness of other 
families besides ours, if all mothers could be 
induced to take pattern by mine. Many a son 
who now brings nothing but discredit upon his 
parents, and misery into his home, might then 
be saved from vice, and become a blessing to 
all those with whom he is connected. 

But though I have gladly taken advantage 
of this opportunity to bear grateful testimony 
to my mother's excellence, yet, believe me, I 
have no intention of inflicting her maternal 
counsels and reproofs upon other ears than those 
for whom they were intended. I have no doubt 
my young readers get quite enough parental 
admonitions on their own account, not to wish 
to be troubled with those that are meant for 
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their neighbours, and so, passing over the first 
few weeks of my life, which were spent in a 
manner most strictly domestic, I will come at 
once to an incident which has remained for 
ever indelibly impressed upon my memory. 

A good game of romps, followed by a hearty 
meal, having disposed us to take a short period 
of repose, my brothers and sisters and myself 
were all very comfortably asleep, when I was 
suddenly aroused by hearing my mother utter 
a low cry, half of fear, half of expostulation. 

' Do not be afraid, Flo,' said a sweet young 
voice, as if trying to soothe my mother's 
anxiety ; ' I want to look at your puppies. Yes, 
I must see every one of them ; but I will not 
hurt them; I will not indeed. Come, Flo, be a 
good dog, and let John take the puppies.' 

There was something in the tone of the voice 
that seemed to reassure my mother and give 
her confidence, for though she did not for a 
moment take her eyes off us, yet she got up 
from the front of the kennel, before which she 
had been lying keeping guard whilst we slept, 
and allowed John to take us out of the kennel, 
one by one, and put us down on the soft grass 
by which it was surrounded. There was some- 
thing so invigorating in the fresh air and the 
sense of freedom, that, forgetting our fatigue, 
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we renewed our gambols in a way that seemed 
highly diverting to the sweet-looking girl whose 
voice had already attracted my attention. 

* Oh look, papa, look,' she exclaimed, laugh- 
ing heartily at our antics. * What funny little 
things they are ! Why, they are like living 
balls of worsted rolling and tumbling over each 
other in this ridiculous manner. They are all 
so funny and so odd-looking, I do not know 
which to choose. Which do you think cousin 
Kate will like the best ?' 

* That is for you to decide. She particularly 
begged that you would choose ; so you shall 
have the responsibility of sending her which- 
ever you like the best, Emily.' 

* Shall it be that one with the white star on 
Its chest ? that is the handsomest and the largest 
puppy. Do you not think so, papa ?' 

On hearing these words, a bitter feeling of 
jealousy took possession of my breast. Burn- 
ing with anger at that which seemed to me a 
reflection on my own good looks, and utterly 
indignant that any one should be considered 
better than myself, I determined to show that 
size was not at any rate to be considered as a 
test of strength or of courage, and so, taking 
my brother at unawares, I rushed upon him, 
rolling him over and over upon the grass, as if, 
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indeed, he were only one of those balls of 
worsted of which Emily had spoken. 

* Oh look, papa, look,' exclaimed Emily ; 
* did you ever see such an absurd little beast ? 
Why, that active, mischievous puppy is more 
than a match for the big one with the white 
star. That is the one for cousin Kate; she 
will like that plucky little fellow better than the 
large one. Cousin Kate shall have the black 
puppy, papa.' 

*You are about right there, miss,' said the 
man who had taken us out of our kennel, and 
who seemed to be almost as much amused with 
our antics as his young mistress. * You have 
been and chosen the right one. He is the best 
pup out of the lot by a long way.' 

Elated as I was already by the admiration 
my prowess had evidently excited, these words 
put the finishing touch to my self-gratulation, 
and in the blindness of my vanity, quite un- 
heeding the gentle voice of my mother, who en- 
treated me to return to her side, and to avoid the 
danger which she saw was awaiting me, I went 
yelping and coursing over the grass-plot, till I 
found myself seized in a grasp from which I 
had no power to free myself. I was instantly 
lifted from the earth, carried along through the 
air so quickly that the breath seemed driven 
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out of my body, popped into something soft, 
and before I had time to look about me, a great 
hard thing shut down over my head, and I was 
left alone and in darkness. 

I could hear my poor mother's whine of agony. 
I could catch the voices of my brothers and 
sisters crying out in sympathy, but I felt too 
frightened, too horror-struck at the sudden 
change in my destiny, to do more than shift 
uneasily in my prison. I moaned low and 
piteously, whilst the thick tears rose slowly 
to my eyes. 

Oh, how often had my mother warned me to 
beware of the jealousy and the vanity which 
were the besetting sins of my nature. I, who 
a few minutes before had been so proud of my 
beauty and of my strength, what was I now ? 
A poor, wretched prisoner, without air, without 
light, without food ; and for all this wretched- 
ness, whom had I to thank but myself? But 
for my own folly, for my own desire to attract 
attention to myself, I should have been at this 
moment gambolling on the lawn in freedom, 
whilst my brother would have been shut up in 
this prison instead of myself. 

That is what I thought then. In looking 
back upon my past life, I think very differently 
now. . I see now that often the dark night 
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makes the bright morning, and that many a 
time misfortune is but a friend in disguise. 
But puppies will not think like old dogs, more 
is the pity, but it cannot be helped. 

Once shut up in my dreary prison, of course 
I had no opportunity of seeing whither I was 
going. All that I knew was that I was being 
carried very rapidly somewhere, and that I had 
no power to release myself from my confine- 
ment. Suddenly the movement stopped. 

*Now,' thought I, *is my time ; now or never; 
who knows but that a determined effort may 
yet set me free ?' 

Alas for ihy puny endeavours 1 Struggle as 
lustily as I would, I only hurt myself instead of 
bettering my condition, until at last, utterly dis- 
gusted with my ill success, I lay quite still, and 
whined aloud my eager supplications to be free. 

' Poor little puppy !' said the same soft voice 
whose flattering words had lured me to my 
ruin. * Poor little doggie, lam very, very sorry 
for you, but I cannot help you yet. You have 
got a long journey before you, and you must go 
through with it. But it will come to an end 
in time, and you will be happy enough then. 
Cousin Kate will make amends for all ; so lie 
still, little doggie, lie still, and think about 
Cousin Kate, and how much you will love her.' 
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Spell-bound by the tones of that gentle voice, 
and not without some latent curiosity to know 
who ' Cousin Kate' might be, I suffered myself 
to be coaxed into silence, when once again I 
felt myself rudely shaken as my prison was 
lifted from the ground, and I heard a man's 
voice say, kindly but gruffly — 

* Then you will take charge of the puppy, 
guard ? Miss Roscoe's servant will be at the 
Blythe station to meet you/ 

* All right/ 

And in another moment I was put down with 
a jar that made me yell with pain and fright, a 
door was fast shut, there was a shriek and a 
squeak, a whirr and a birr, and then in the rapi- 
dity and vibration of our onward movement I 
became as it were paralysed, and lost even the 
power to think or to move. I know little else, 
till I was recalled to consciousness by a sudden 
rush of air into my prison, and what to me 
seemed a burst of sunlight, while a soft hand 
removed the hay with which I was covered, and 
a clear, ringing voice exclaimed merrily — 

'No, no, Jane, stand back! I claim first 
peep. I will take the little fellow out myself; 
and suiting the action to the word, she took me 
up in her arms, and sitting down on a sofa, put 
me in her lap, and began to stroke and pat me 
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caressingly, and I, as I looked up in her face, 
and read of kindness in her bright blue eyes, 
and of firmness in the lips, which were now 
smiling pleasantly upon me, I felt instinctively 
that this was Cousin Kate, and that I should 
indeed soon learn both to love and to fear my 
new mistress. 

And that instinct was very true. I have 
looked into many a lovely face since then ; I 
have been caressed by many a soft white hand, 
but no face has been dear to me like Cousin 
Kate's sweet face, no hand but hers has ever 
been so soft and white. 

' Jane, fetch me some milk, will you, and some 
bread chopped up very fine ?' 

It may be hunger was an excellent sauce, or 
else Jane's talent for cooking was very great. 
Such a meal as that I have never eaten before 
or since, and having eaten so heartily, it is not 
perhaps surprising that, worn out with fatigue 
and excitement, I should have fallen into a deep 
and heavy sleep. 

When I awoke, I was all alone in the dark, 
and I felt cold and stiff and weary. I pined 
to see that sweet face again, to feel the touch 
of that soft hand. But how was I to make my 
wants known ? I did not know where I was, 
nor where I was to find my mistress. Sitting 
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Up, therefore, I called out as loud as I could 
for assistance. 

But no one came, and no one answered. 
Quite dispirited, I yelled the louder. Presently 
I heard a door open, then the sound of foot- 
steps, and in another moment the light streamed 
in through the door of the closet where I was 
shut up, and I heard my mistress say — 

* Jane, that puppy must not be allowed to yelp 
in that manner. It will be a public nuisance.' 

' Oh, ma'am, how can you say so ? Bless it ! ' 

* But I do say so. You must whip it.' 

* Oh, ma'am ! I never shall.' 
' Then I must !' 

I began to think Jane was kinder than my 
mistress ; though something within me told me 
even then my mistress was right, and Jane was 
wrong. 

I would have given worlds to have kept still, 
but in spite of myself, on hearing these words, 
I yelped louder than before. 

* Silence!' exclaimed my mistress, speaking 
in a voice which thrilled through my very heart. 
' Silence, you naughty dog !' and down upon my 
shoulders came a lash that seemed to cut my 
coat in two. I writhed, but I did not speak. 

' Good dog,' said my mistress. ' Good Nep. 
Now, lie still.' 
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Still ! I would not have moved then if it had 
been to save my life. 

* There ; now I think I have given you a 
lesson, Nep' — a lesson that you will not forget,' 
said my mistress. 

And she was quite right. My poor aching 
bones were likely to carry about the recollection 
of that lesson for some time to come. 

* Now you lie still, Nep ; quite still, till I 
come back, and then you shall have some 
breakfast. Now mind, no more yelping; 
silence, or you will have no milk !' 

I quite understood the threat, and though 
my mouth watered as I heard the kind-hearted 
Jane plead with my mistress that she might 
bring my food at once, yet I never made a 
sound nor moved a paw. 

* No, Jane ; no. He must do as he is told, 
^nd learn to obey. When once he knows that 
he must obey, then we shall have no more 
trouble with him. Now, Jane, remember — no 
food till I come. I will not have my dog spoiled.^ 

It was clear that there were others besides 
myself who had to learn a lesson of obedience. 

Ah ! well, it is a lesson set to men as well as 
dogs ; and, as far as I can see, the dogs learn 
it best. 










CHAPTER 11. 

'T would be tedious to enter further 
into the details of all that happened 
to me during the first few weeks 
which I spent in my new home, and 
yet they were the weeks which gave 
the whole colour to my future life. Ah I 
that was wise training that I received at the 
hand of my dear mistress ; and well would it 
be for parents, and well would it be for the 
children themselves, if the rules by which my 
education was conducted could be introduced 
into the nursery as well as into the kennel. 

Obedience is not pleasant to children, neither 
is it pleasant to puppies; but the learning to 
obey forms the good dog, and I am very much 
mistaken if the same lesson, well learned, does 
not tend more than anything else to make the 
good man and the good woman. 
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I was quick enough to perceive that there 
was neither harshness nor caprice in the train- 
ing I was receiving. I soon found that my 
mistress never gave me an unnecessary order. 
But then an order once given, it was expected 
to be strictly obeyed. I knew, therefore, what I 
had to do ; and as my mistress never deceived 
me, it was not long before I learned to place 
implicit reliance on her word, and to feel sure 
that everything she told me to do was in reality 
for my good, whether or not I could myself see 
at the time that it would be so. 

One instance which I well remember will 
serve to illustrate my training. 

Some weeks had passed away since my 
arrival in my new home, and I was now strong 
enough to take a short walk with my mistress, 
when one day as we were leaving the house, 
she said to me — 

* Now, Nep, we are going to take a walk 
to-day to a place where you have never been 
before, so you must keep quite close to me — 
quite close — do you hear ?' 

* Yes,' replied I ; ' I hear.' 

* That is right,' said my mistress, who by this 
time had come to understand my language as 
well as I understood hers. * And now, Nep, 
I will tell you something more : I am going to 
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give you your first lesson in swimming, and I 
wonder how you will like that ?' 

* My first lesson in swimming!' thought I. 
' What does that mean?' And so not being 
able to give any reply to the question, like a 
wise dog I held my tongue, and only answered 
by nestling in very closely to the side of my 
mistress's feet. 

* Come, come, Nep,' said my mistress, as she 
stooped down and patted me caressingly ; * do 
not be afraid, no harm will come to you. Do 
not be afraid, you little goose ; come, run on, 
and do not bite my heels.' 

It was easy to leave off biting her heels, but 
It was not so easy to shake off all sense of fear. 
Still I tried to do my best, and by the time we 
had reached a fine broad sheet of water, my 
spirits had revived, and I was gambolling back- 
wards and forwards quite forgetful of the 
threatened lesson. 

* Now, Nep, come here — come quickly,' said 
my mistress, in a tone of voice which I knew 
must be obeyed. My mistress was standing 
on the edge of the bank which overhung the 
lake. Anxious to please her, I bounded a few 
steps forward, but when I saw the glittering 
of the water, as the sun shone brightly on its 
ripples, my heart misgave me, and, starting 

?^- B 



1 8 NEPTUNE ; THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

back frightened, I planted my front-paws finnly 
on the ground, and glancing up beseechingly in 
my mistress's face, I tried to look the request I 
did not dare to make, that she would not again 
ask me to come near to that strange, glittering, 
moving mass of water. 

^ Nep ! Nep ! for shame ! for shame !' ex- 
claimed my mistress. * What ! a Newfound- 
land dog, and afraid of the water ! Come, come, 
you must learn to get over such nonsense as 
this. Now, Nep, jump in and bring me back 
this stick.' And suiting the action to the word, 
she threw a stick into the middle of the pond. 

Instantly I bounded forward, an instinct 
within me telling me I could easily fetch it out 
if only I would jump boldly into the water and 
try. But somehow, no sooner did I reach the 
edge of the pond than all my old terror came 
over me, and I stood trembling, miserable, and 
uncertain, yelping out my tale of piteous dis- 
tress. 

* Nep, Nep, this will never do at all,' said 
my mistress. * If you are such a little fool, 
why, I must teach you wisdom ; and if you will 
not go of your own accord, why, I must make 
you go after another fashion.' 

And so saying, with a gentle push she 
toppled me over into the water ; and down I 
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fell with a splash that sent up a shower of spray 
into her face. 

Oh, the agony of that fall ; the terror of that 
first splash. I gasped ; I struck out. Death 
in all its horror seemed pressing upon me, when, 
lo ! as I struggled with the water, the water 
gave way before me. A new, a delicious sen- 
sation came over me, and I felt within myself a 
power which I had never known before. It 
was no longer an effort, an exertion to save 
myself from sinking. Why, I rode upon the 
water as upon an element which I had con- 
quered, and charmed with its soft and elastic 
springiness, I plunged along in pursuit of the 
stick, which, floating just ahead of me, seemed 
to be enjoying its bath just as much as I was 
myself. So, seizing it between my teeth, I bore 
it back to the shore, and laying it triumphantly 
at my mistress's feet, I looked up panting and 
impatient into her face, asking her to test my 
courage once again, and see whether there 
would be any further difficulty in persuading 
me to make trial of my new-found power. 

* Ah, Master Nep !' said my mistress, laugh- 
ing, * so you have found out, have you, that 
things are not always so bad as they seem ? 
*' Grasp a nettle boldly and it will not sting." 
Ay, ay, Nep, that is a good lesson for us all to 
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learn as we pass through life. But you were a 
naughty, faithless dog, and you know you were. 
There is not much faith in trusting a person 
when you have found out for yourself that they 
are right — is there ? If I throw the stick in 
again, will you do better another time ? ' 

A loud bark, and a series of jumps that 
made my mistress draw back from the shower 
of water-drops that flew out of my shaggy coat, 
was my only reply. 

And so again and again the stick was thrown 
into the water, till my mistress, either out of 
consideration for me or for herself, whistled me 
away from the pond, and so my swimming lesson 
was over for that day. 

But I had learned more than a lesson in 
swimming ; I had learned a lesson in trusting. 
And as I trotted home by the side of my mis- 
tress, I made up my mind I would do my best 
for the future to give her a prompt and ready 
obedience. I think in some strange way she 
must have read what was passing through my 
mind, for the very next day Cousin Kate be- 
gan a new series of instructions. She said she 
was determined her dog should be the most 
accomplished dog in England, and, as ambitious 
as my mistress, I made every exertion to carry 
her good intentions to their fulfilment. 
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It was wonderful — at least so Cousin Kate 
used to say, and very much I loved to hear 
it — how quickly and readily I grasped the 
meaning of all she taught me. I soon learned 
to open and shut a door, to ring a bell, to 
bark or growl if I was bid, or to sit as still as 
a mouse if that pleased my mistress better. To 
some folks these may seem but slight accom- 
plishments to have called forth so much self- 
gratulation ; but I did all I could, and made 
the most of my abilities ; and if those who look 
down upon me as a poor dumb beast would 
only do as much, why, it seems to me that the 
world at large would be much less ignorant 
and self-sufficient than it now is. However, 
being only a dog, of course I can know very 
little of the matter. 

Be that a? it may, there was no doubt that- 
one instinct was very strong in my nature, and 
that was an intuitive perception of the character 
of the different persons amongst whom I was 
thrown. I knew in an instant who did and 
who did not like me ; whom I must obey, and 
with whom I might take liberties ; and I am 
free to confess that where I found I might do 
so safely, I largely availed myself of the per- . 
mission to do as I pleased. 

Oh, as I look back upon past years, how 
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much cause do I find for self-reproach, as I 
think what great kindness I received from my 
mistress's dear old servant, and how very badly 
I myself behaved to Jane ! 

I do not know whether the want of respect 
which I felt for her dated from the hour when 
she refused to give me the whipping which I 
so well deserved ; but certain it is, I very early 
learned to know that Jane, with all her affec- 
tion for me, had a sort of fear that my bark 
might be turned into a bite ; and though I 
should just as soon have thought of biting my- 
self as biting her, yet I quickly learned how to 
turn her terror to good account. 

It was a very different thing with Mrs. Ros- 
coe, my mistress's mother. I would have given 
anything to make her love me if I could ; but 
I felt and knew it was hopeless. She was not 
a bit afraid of me ; she did not, in fact, care for 
me one way or the other. She just tolerated 
me for the sake of her daughter. For Mrs. 
Roscoe I had the most profound awe and vene- 
ration. Not for worlds would I have barked 
aloud in her presence, or put a dirty paw upon 
her rich silk dress, or pushed rudely by her 
chair. In her presence I was always the well- 
bred, polished dog. I am afraid poor Jane had 
a very different tale to tell of me. 
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I do not at all wish to extenuate my con- 
duct, but dogs look on and see things as well 
as their betters. ' Once a gentleman always a 
gentleman,' I have heard people say. It may 
be so ; but I have seen many a so-called gentle- 
man who, with the restraints of society re- 
moved, behaved after a fashion that brought 
the remembrance of my own conduct to Jane 
, very forcibly back upon my recollection. I am 
afraid there are others besides Neptune who 
bully the weak and take liberties with those 
with whom they feel they can do so with im- 
punity. 





CHAPTER III. 




WAS getting a big dog now. I had 

passed through the ugly stage of my 

existence, a stage which had been 

very hurtful to my vanity, as I had 

heard my mistress declare — 

* How ugly you are growing, Neptune ; 
what an awkward, shambling beast you are, and 
what a rat's tail you have got !' 

Shambling I how could I help shambling ? I 
had not strength within myself to keep myself 
straight upon my feet. My body was too heavy 
for my legs ; how could I help, then, tumbling 
up against people ? I did not mean to be stupid 
and awkward, but I had not the power to regu- 
late my own steps. It was my misfortune, why 
throw it upon me as a fault ? And as to my 
tail — well, if it was a rat's tail, could I help that ? 
Would I not have a fine tail if I could ? And 
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if she did not like my tail, why did she not give 
me a fine tail, such as I had seen some of her 
friends wear ? Had I not watched them when 
I was sitting so quiet by my mistress's chair, and 
had I not seen them take off their beautiful 
tails of hair, and lay them down by their side ! 
Well, if my mistress thought the tail which 
nature had given me was an ugly one, why did 
she not give me one like theirs ? I am sure 
they were large enough and handsome enough. 

Often and often did these thoughts come 
over me, as I sat and watched my shadow in 
the sunshine. That was my looking-glass, and 
a beautiful, bright looking-glass it was too. 

And it spoke the truth. I was an ugly 
shambling beast, there is no denying it. 

But time works wonders, and by and by my 
looking-glass began to tell a more flattering tale. 
I hardly dared to trust the evidence of my own 
eyes, for to me I seemed to be growing into a 
very handsome fellow. But what would my 
mistress say ? She was away now ; how I 
longed for her return — and yet I half dreaded 
it. What a dasher it would be to my vanity 
if she should see no change ! 

And yet when the carriage that was bringing 
her home again drew up to the door, I may 
truthfully say I bounded out to meet her with- 
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out one thought of myself — with nothing but 
joy in my heart at her return. I never remem- 
bered my own existence, till I heard my dear 
mistress's delighted exclamation — 

* Why, Nep, who would know you ! My 
dear old ugly dog, you have grown into a per- 
fect beauty ! You are a handsome fellow ! ' 
and stooping down she gave me a kiss, which I 
returned a hundredfold after my own fashion. 

I do not know whether it was the revulsion 
of feeling from a state of mortified vanity to 
one of undue self-gratulation, or the effect of 
the mere excitement caused by my joy at my 
mistress's return, but on the very next day I 
was taken suddenly ill, my head ached, my 
eyes ran, I was violently sick ; my coat, that 
coat of which I was now so proud, lost all its 
bright and shining appearance, and the curls, 
knotted together, had a dingy, brown look, 
instead of their natural jet-black hue. I could 
not run, I could not jump, I could not play ; all 
I wanted was to be left quite still, and nestling 
myself up in a corner of my house, I sullenly 
refused to eat or drink or take notice of any 
one. 

* It is the distemper, ma'am,' I heard a man 
say, who, opening my mouth in spite of myself, 
forced some nasty stuff down my throat. 
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* The distemper, is it ?' thought I. * I do not 
know what that may be. All I know is, it is 
very unpleasant, and that I hate myself, and 
the nasty stuff they give me, and that I wish I 
might be left in peace to doze away out of 
my present misery.' 

And doubly angry that any one had ventured 
to intrude upon my privacy, I rolled myself, if 
possible, into a tighter ball than before* I 
would not so much as raise my head when any 
of my kind friends came to see me. 

All this was very wrong ; but then it must 
be remembered that I was only a dog, and did 
not know better. It is for those who blame me 
to ask themselves whether in like circumstances 
they always behave more sensibly. I have 
watched by the side of many a sick-bed since 
then, and I have seen many a patient quite as 
obstinate and as hard to manage as I was my- 
self ; and I have made many a wise observation 
on how much better it would be if sick folk 
would be patient and gentle, and do as they are 
bid. How much less trouble they would give 
to others, and how much sooner they would be 
well themselves ! Ah me ! it is easy enough to 
moralize. It is the doing the right which is so 
difficult ; and as far as I can see, men find this 
difficulty even greater than a dog does. 
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I do not know how time went in that weary 
illness. My first clear recollection, after a period 
of dreary wretchedness, was hearing my mis- 
tress's voice saying, in a tone of sorrow — 

' It will never do to let this go on, Jane. If 
Neptune eats nothing, he will be starved.' 

' Well, ma'am, my belief is, if you would feed 
him with a silver spoon out of a china saucer, 
he would eat. It is the common ware, ma am, 
as he do not like.' 

* Jane, what nonsense !' 

'Well, Miss Roscoe, it is easy to say non- 
sense, but if you had been with me when you 
was aWay, you would have seen that if we had 
not given in to his lordship, why, his lord- 
ship would have been starveid.' 

Weak and ill as I was, I could not help a 
slight laugh as I heard this description of my 
conduct, and remembered how very badly I had 
indeed behaved to Jane. 

*What do you mean, Jane?* inquired my 
mistress. 

* Just what I say, ma'am. He would not so 
much as look at his dinner if we put it in a 
kitchen plate ; but pop it into one of the parlour 
dishes, and then see how he would eat it up !' 

* Why, Jane, how you have been spoiling the 
dog in my absence 1 However, as his eating 



OF A NEWFOUNDLAND DOG. 29 

something now seems to be a question of life 
or death, go and fetch the bread and milk, and 
if silver and china are the only materials good 
enough for his lordship, why, bring me the 
food in the best that we have/ 

* Ho, ho 1' thought I ; *so I am to have my own 
way, am I ? See if I will so much as look at 
earthenware for the future/ And surely I was 
not to blame ? If I found that by bullying I 
could get of the best for myself, surely I was 
at liberty to take it, was I not ? At any rate 
that was a question I did not care to answer. 
Whether it was that I felt really better, or 
whether the sense of victory imparted to me 
a new strength, I do not know, but certain it 
is, that when the nice new warm milk with 
the sweet sopped bread was brought by Jane 
in one of the best china cups, I allowed my 
mistress to feed me with some delicate morsels, 
and licked the silver spoon with an admiring 
appreciation of its merits. 

' There now ! did I not tell you, ma'am,' said 
Jane, * how it would be ? Did I not say his 
lordship would eat fast enough if only he could 
get his food served after a fashion that he 
liked ?' 

* Certainly you did ; and I will tell you what 
I say in reply, Jane ; that we are a couple of 
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fools to humour the dog after this fashion ; and 
that some day he will make us pay for our 
folly/ 

But just the same, I was fed with the silve 
spoon and out of the china saucer. 

But my mistress's prophecy came true enough. 
i\.ll the petting I received during the time of 
my illness quite turned my head. I began to 
think I was master of everything and every 
one around me, and that I had but to will a 
thing and that thing could be immediately ac- 
complished, and that I was at liberty to take 
what I could get, and to hold what I could 
keep. 

I was quite strong and well again now — able 
to run about as usual — when one day in my 
morning rounds, I looked into the larder, and 
there I spied a most inviting-looking mutton 
bone. Ever since my illness I had had a won- 
derful appetite, and the sight of this delicious- 
looking bone set my mouth, watering, and made 
me wish to anticipate the dinner hour. Of 
course I was perfectly aware that the bone was 
not mine, and that I had no business to touch 
it; but long spoiling and prosperity had in- 
jured the tone of my moral character, and weak- 
ened my perception of right and wrong. 

* There lies the bone just before you ; it 
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smells nice ; it looks meaty ; you want it ; take 
it/ * 

So spoke the tempter's voice within me. 
With one spring the bone was reached and 
seized, and turning round with my prey, I was 
just on the point of trotting off to my kennel 
when Jane came into the larder. 

* Oh Nep, Nep ! what have you got ? Put 
that down. Put that down.' 

A slight push past her was my only answer, 

* Nep, Nep, do you hear ? Put that bone 
down. Put that bone down/ Jane spoke 
louder and louder each time. She might as 
well have addressed the bone itself. 

' Nep, put it down, or I will take this stick 
to you.' 

And Jane seized up a stick as she spoke. 
For a moment I hesitated; then glanced in 
her face ; read the look of hesitation that was 
written there, and knew I had nothing to fear. 
Contenting myself therefore with a low growl, 
I ran out of the larder, and scampering across 
to my kennel, placed my bone before me, and 
complacently looked out into vacancy, before 
falling to and enjoying my meal. 

Suddenly, however, I was roused from the 
sense of blissful security into which I had 
allowed myself to fall, by the sound of a well- 
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known footstep. What was it that, instead of 
making me as usual bound out to meet my 
mistress, now made me cower still farther back 
into my kennel, with a low growl dragging my 
bone after me ? Judging from my sensations 
then, I should say it was the terror of a guilty 
conscience. 

Nearer and nearer came the footsteps. And 
now my mistress stood beside the kennel. 
' Nep, come out. Come out, and bring that 
bone with you.' 

A low growl was my only answer. 

The command was repeated ; the same reply. 
We were facing each other now. It was war to 
the knife. We were just about to commence a 
struggle for mastery, and whoever got the vic- 
tory now got it for life. We both felt that. But 
— but — on which side should be the victory ! 

Had my mistress hesitated but for one in- 
stant, I do not think I am boasting to say that 
I should soon have solved the question. But 
before I was • aware, without one instant's 
wavering, and with a grasp so firm as to be 
quite irresistible, my mistress, leaning into the 
kennel, seized me by the collar, dragged me out 
into the yard, and flogged me with a whip she 
held in her hand till the breath was almost out 
of my body. 
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I was thunderstruck, stupefied, bruised, and 
sore. But my bodily discomfort was nothing 
to my mental discomfiture. I was cowed and 
conquered. I would have given worlds to have 
been able to assert my own ; but I could not ; 
and what was worse than all was that, angry 
and mortified as I was, I knew all the time 
that my mistress was right and I was wrong. 

Ah ! better broken bones than a bad con- 
science. The one are easier set than the other 
mended. 

* Now, Nep,' said my mistress when, still and 
subdued, I lay crouching at her feet, *go and 
fetch that bone.' 

Instantly I brought it. 

* Follow me.' 

I followed her. 

Oh what a different dog it was now who was 
crossing the yard, with head drooped down and 
dragging tail, to the dog who so short a time 
before had scampered across it a triumphant 
thief! A different dog — yes I But which was 
really the dog most deserving of admiration ! 

* Nep ! put that bone down at Jane's feet, and 
tell her you are sorry.' 

No, no ; that was too much. I dropped the 
bone, and, turning round, was for scampering 
off to my kennel. 

c 
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* Nep !' 

I turned. I tried hard to disobey ; but that 
voice was too powerful. 

* Nep ! take up that bone/ 

In spite of myself the bone was taken up. 

* Now, Nep, take it to Jane and tell her you 
are sorry/ 

' Oh, never mind, Miss Roscoe ; he is sorry, 
I am sure. He has had punishment enough for 
one day.' 

* He will have punishment enough before 
night comes, if he does not do as he is bid,' 
was my mistress's stern reply. * Nep, once 
more ; it is the last time/ and she raised the 
whip, — * take — that — bone — to — Jane — and — 
tell — her — you — are — very — sorry.' 

This was said very slowly, with a pausQ be- 
tween each word. 

I took the bone and laid it down at Jane's 
feet; I looked up humbly in her face, and I 
wagged my tail. 

' Bless the dog,' said the kind-hearted woman, 
as she stooped down and patted me. ' You 
are the best dog in the world.' 

* Jane, Jane,' said my mistress, * do not spoil 
my pupil.' But I knew by the altered tone of 
her voice she was satisfied. 

* Now, Nep, you may go back to your kennel, 
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and think over all that has happened. I fancy 
you have had a lesson to-day that will last you 
for one while.' 

' Ah !' thought I, as I walked slowly across 
the yard, ' I fancy I have had a lesson indeed.' 
It was a very hard one to learn; but once 
known, it was of more value than all the teach- 
ing I had got from being fed with silver spoons 
off Worcester china. 




CHAPTER IV. 



©j^^LTHOUGH my mistress never again re- 
^fLJ ferred to the struggle which had 
1^^ J[ taken place between us, yet it left 
"" " 3 a certain uneasy sensation in my own 
mind which I found it impossible to 
overcome. I felt I had sunk in the 
estimation of my mistress, and I watched eagerly 
for an opportunity of reinstating myself in her 
good opinion. At length, to my great joy, this 
opportunity came. 

One day I was sitting in the drawing-room 
by the side of my mistress, when the door 
opened, and Jane came into the room. 

' If you please, ma'am,' she said, 'my pig is 
cut up ; the pork is all laid in the kitchen ; will 
you come and look at it ? 

• No, Jane ; I am busy.' 

* Oh, ma'am I but please I want you to see. 
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I do not know which parts you will keep, and 
which I am to send away/ 

* Well, then — come, Nep/ 

* Oh, ma'am ! not the dog. If his lordship 
were to take a piece, what would you say 
then ?' 

* I should say you must take it from him/ 

* Bless you, ma'am, I could not do that/ 

* I do not think your courage will be tried. 
I do not believe Nep will touch a bit of pork 
now. I want to see if he can be trusted. Nep, 
can you be trusted ?' said my mistress, as she 
looked at me caressingly. 

Trusted ! I should think so ! Why, here 
was the very opportunity for which I had been 
pining ; and, quite forgetting I was in the 
drawing-room, I jumped and barked aloud with 
joy. 

* Kate, take that dog away,' said Mrs. Roscoe. 

* He is going, mamma. He is coming with 
me to see the pork.' 

* Well, it is a very fine pig, certainly,' said my 
mistress, when, as we reached the kitchen, Jane 
exhibited such a goodly array of well-cut joints, 
and tempting bits of odds and ends, as might 
cause other mouths than those of dogs to 
water. 

* Put that dish down on the floor, Jane,* said 
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my mistress, pointing to one on which the bits 
of meat looked especially tempting. 

* But, Miss Roscoe, that is putting it just 
within his lordship's reach/ 

* Never mind, Jane ; do as you are told/ 
Jane put the dish on the floor, but I saw that 

she had sore misgivings as she did it. 

* And now, Jane, we will leave the room.' 

I was turning to go with my mistress, when, 
to my surprise, I heard her say — 

* Nep, stay here. Listen : you must not 
touch — not touch a bit.' 

* Oh, ma'am ! do not be for leaving his lord- 
ship here all alone. It would not be fair upon 
a human, let alone a dog.' 

* Yes ; it must be done, Jane. I trust his 
lordship's honour.' 

* Well, ma'am, if you will have it so, of course 
it must be so. But I say again, as I said be- 
fore, it is not fair. We pray not to be led into 
temptation ourselves, and we have no right to 
be leading others into it ; no, not so much as 
a dumb beast.^ 

For a moment my mistress seemed to hesi- 
tate ; but then, merely repeating her command 
that I was not to touch the meat, she called 
Jane out of the room, and the door was closed, 
leaving me alone, surrounded by all those 
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tempting morsels. Oh, how soft and fat they 
looked ! How delicious they smelt I How 
could I help sniffing here and sniffing there ! 
One little bit among so many — would that be 
missed ? Surely I might eat one little bit ; 
who could count so many odds and ends and 
scraps ! Who would know one piece of fat was 
gone from off so big a pile as yonder. If I was 
not to touch the meat— ah ! I agreed with Jane 
— why put me in such sore temptation ? 

Why ? and I made answer to myself, * Why, 
Nep, is not this the very moment for which 
you have been so long and so anxiously waiting ? 
The harder the temptation the better worth the 
victory. Thief as you were, now prove your- 
self an honest dog. Show your mistress you 
can be trusted. Regain for yourself your own 
lost self-esteem. Leave off sniffing, for sniffing 
will lead to tasting ; and go, go lie down by the 
door there, as far away as may be from the 
object of your desire. There, go, turn away 
your head, and shut your eyes, and put your 
nose down upon your paws, and hope it will 
not be long before your mistress comes to set 
you free.' 

And, suiting the action to my thoughts, I 
laid myself down in the corner of the kitchen 
the furthest possible removed from the scene 
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of temptation, and awaited my mistress's com- 
ing with the best patience I could mustef . 

I must do her the justice to say she did not 
make me wait very long. 

* There, Jane!' she exclaimed, as she opened 
the kitchen door, and saw me lying down 
quietly in my far-off corner, while every bit of 
meat was in its place and undisturbed. * Did I 
not tell you Neptune might be trusted ? Good 
dog ; good dog, come here !^ 

. It may be imagined I was not long in obey- 
ing the summons. There was nothing I loved 
better than to be caressed by that soft white 
hand. To-day those caresses were doubly dear 
to me. 

* Now, Jane, if you like you may pick out a 
nice sweet bit of meat, and give it his lordship 
as a reward.' 

They say stolen meat is sweet. I can 
answer, for my part, that no stolen meat was 
ever so delicious as was that bit of pork tc 
me, for it brought with it a consciousness that 
wrong-doing had been atoned for, and that, in 
the estimation of my mistress, I was no longer 
a wretched, cowardly thief, but a brave, honest 
dog, who could be safely trusted. 

I had now grown a fine strong, powerful 
animal ; and my mistress, who always told me 
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that when I was with her she needed no other 
protector, made me her constant companion in 
the long solitary walks she was in the habit of 
taking. On one occasion, we had gone some 
miles from home to a lonely part of the sea- 
shore, a very favourite haunt of mine, because 
the nature of the shore allowed of my taking a 
sea-bath and swimming about to my heart's 
content, without danger of being overpowered 
by the strength of the tide. 

I had just come out of the water, and was 
giving myself a most satisfactory shake to 
restore my circulation, when I heard a low 
whistle, which I knew was my mistress's call 
when she did not wish to excite observation. 
Without waiting to dry my curls, I bounded off 
to her side, reaching her just in time to see a 
tall, powerful-looking man, dressed as a gentle- 
man, leaning over her, and evidently saying 
something she did not like. My first impres- 
sion was to spring upon the intruder and throttle 
him. But apparently aware that such was my 
design, my mistress passed her finger lightly 
through my collar, and, leaning over me, whis- 
pered, 

* Growl ; growl low, Nep.' 

Did I not growl — that is all ! like the rum- 
bling of distant thunder. 
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The man looked very much taken aback. 
* Call off that dog/ he said. 

* Growl louder, Nep — louder/ was all the 
reply, but spoken so that I only could hear. 

Full and round and deep came my voice, 
saying as plain as growls could say — 

* Be off yourself, man, or you and I will try 
which is master.' 

It was a fair challenge, which the man had 
not the pluck to accept, and, with an angry im- 
precation upon my head, he turned and walked 
away. 

* Good dog — good Nep,* said my dear mis- 
tress, the moment he was out of sight. * Good, 
good old Nep; you do not know what you 
have saved me from. Good dog ; good dog / 
and, leaning over me, she kissed me, till I was 
half out of my wits with joy. 

Oh, what a happy dog I was as I walked home 
that day ! I was not, indeed, quite sure what 
was the nature of the service I had rendered 
my mistress ; but that I had been of real use to 
her, of that I was certain ; and at least I had 
shown myself bold and faithful in the time of 
trial. * A good conscience makes a light heart,' 
I said; and as I bounded along the road, I fear 
I was only too conscious of my own merits I 
From that day, my mistress never went out 
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alone ; and many are the stories I could tell of 
the adventures with which we met. One is so 
vividly present to my recollection that I do not 
think it possible I shall ever forget it. 

It was a lovely summer s evening when my 
mistress and I went out for our accustomed 
walk. We were going as far as a farm some 
few miles from home, and in order to reach it, 
we had to pass through a long lane, bounded 
on each side by a low stone wall, which cut off 
the grass land from the road. We had got 
about half way down the lane. As usual, I was 
bounding backwards and forwards, barking out 
my delighted enjoyment of the bright sunshine 
and the light clear air, when suddenly my bark 
was answered by a loud, deep bellow. 

My mistress stopped short, so did I, startled 
for the moment into perfect silence. Again 
there was the bellow, and then the sound of a 
heavy thundering tread, and in another moment 
a bull's head was seen peering over the stone 
wall, happily at some distance in the road from 
us. One instant he looked at us, then with a 
spring he jumped over the wall, and stood in 
the road through which we must pass. 

Never for a moment did my mistress lose her 
presence of mind. 

* Nep,' she said, * it is you the bull is intend- 



44 NEPTUNE ; THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

ing to attack; over the wall then, quick — 
over ! ' 

I did not wait to be twice told. With one 
leap I cleared the wall, alighting in a dry ditch 
on the opposite side. 

* Lie down, Nep, stilV I heard my mistress say. 
Crouching down amongst the grass, no mouse 

ever laid more still in the presence of a cat. 
But my heart beat very fast as I heard the 
beast pawing up the ground, and bellowing out 
his rage at my sudden disappearance. 

How long I lay in the ditch I cannot say, I 
only know it seemed a long, long time to me ; 
when, suddenly, with a thud that made the 
earth tremble, the bull leaped once again into 
the field on my side. 

* Over, Nep, over,' I heard my mistress say. 
One instant and I was by her side. 

* Lie down — still !' 

I crouched at her feet. 

Louder and louder bellowed the bull. In 
the disappointment of his rage he tossed his 
head, he sniffed the air, he stamped till he tore 
up the grass in feet-fulls, and then once again 
he sprang over into the road. 

With one quick glance I looked up in my 
mistress's face. She was deadly pale, but quite 
calm. 



OF A NEWFOUNDLAND DOG. 45 

* Over, Nep ; over again.' 

And again I was crouching down in my 
place of concealment on the field side. 

The oftener the bull was baffled the greater 
became his rage. And, alas ! each time that 
he leaped the wall he came nearer and nearer 
to us. I felt my blood growing cold within me. 
How could I protect my mistress ? how save 
myself ? Should I fly at the savage beast, and 
closing with him, risk my life in the deadly 
struggle ? Surely this would be better than to 
die ignobly in the ditch. Another moment and 
I should have made the venture, when I heard 
my mistress's decided word of command — 

* Nep, lie still.' 

There was no choice, then, for me. If I could 
not save her in my life, I could at least show 
her obedience in my death. 

And now I almost seemed to feel the fiery 
breath of the bull upon my forehead. The 
last struggle is to come on the field side, for 
that at least I am thankful, for my mistress will 
be safe. 

The bull springs again. My fate is sealed. 
I am now within reach of his deadly horns. To 
lie still and look was more than I could bear. 
I closed my eyes, and with one deep sigh I 
resigned myself to my fate, when lo 1 just as I 
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was expecting to feel the agony of his horns 
entering my side, I hear shouts of men's voices. 
The bull stops irresolute. 

* Nep, dear Nep, over!' says my mistress; 
and as with a spring I clear the wall, and stand 
by her side, men run up with pitchforks to our 
assistance, and just as destruction seemed in- 
evitable, we know that we are saved. 

Calm and self-possessed in the hour of dan- 
ger, my mistress was quite overcome in the 
moment of assured safety ; and sitting down on 
a bank by the roadside, she put her arm round 
my neck, and leaning over me, I felt a tear 
drop upon my forehead, whilst I heard low 
murmured words of thankfulness coming fer- 
vently from her lips. 

I too felt very thankful, and if I did not ex- 
press my gratitude so eloquently as my mistress 
did, at least I tried to show it by keeping quite 
still and silent by her side, and then by walking 
home as close to her as possible, never so much 
as indulging in one run, nor treating myself to 
one bound or frisk. 



CHAPTER V. 




'NSEPARABLE Companions as were my 
mistress and myself, it is easy to 
imagine how devoted became my 
affection for her. I was never happy 
out of her sight, and her very presence 
seemed to give a new tone to my charac- 
ter, raising and ennobling it, till I was tempted 
to think myself the very perfect being which 
kind old Jane was so apt to tell me that I was. 
And yet, all the time that I was thus hugging 
myself in my self-conceit, there was lurking 
within me the seed of such a dark and evil 
passion, that had it not been timely checked, 
it might have turned all that was noble within 
me into that which was most base and mean, 
so strangely close are good and evil blended in 
our nature. 

A mere accident taught me to know myself. 
My mistress and I were returning from one 
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of our long walks together, when we chanced 
to cross a field of hard, flat, marshy ground, 
where two or three shaggy, ragged horses 
were searching amongst the dwarf willows for 
such withered herbage as the rabbits even 
might have thought not good enough for their 
food. They were such miserable-looking beasts 
that I hardly deigned to cast even a second 
glance at them ; and I was walking past them 
with an air of supreme indifference, when, fancy 
my amazement at seeing my mistress walk up 
to one of these dirty, wretched, broken-down 
looking creatures, and in a tone of just such 
affection as I was accustomed to hear her speak 
to myself — 

' Fairy, dear Fairy,' she said, as she stroked 
its nose caressingly, * is it possible that this is 
you ?' 

The horse, evidently knowing both the voice 
and the touch of the hand, rubbed its nose lov- 
ingly against the shoulder of its friend, whilst 
my mistress, quite overcome at the unexpected 
meeting, stooped down and kissed the poor old 
ragged beast. 

My indignation knew no bounds. 

* What ! the same caresses for that horse as 
for myself. Why, what was this shabby crea- 
ture thinking ofi that it should dare to claim 
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some portion of the love which I considered 
all of right my own ? A moment more, and I 
should have flown upon the neck of the brute 
and dragged it to the ground. 

* Nep, lie down, and lie still,' said my mis- 
tress. And she spoke in a voice which I knew 
I dare not disobey. 

But how could I lie still and watch an inter- 
view which was rending my heart in two ? I 
half rose. 

* Nep,' repeated my mistress, more sternly, 
' lie— still.' 

I barked out the agony of my feelings, but I 
did not dare to stir. 

Oh, what I endured ! Those only who, like 
myself, have passed through a paroxysm of 
jealousy, have an idea of the tortures they in- 
flict upon themselves. 

How long my mistress continued to fondle 
and caress that wretched creature it is quite 
impossible for me to say. To me it seemed as 
an interminable period. At length, with one 
last kiss, she said * Good-bye,' and, calling me 
to her side, we proceeded on our walk home- 
ward. 

She said nothing to me ; she did not even 
look at me, and in my present state of feeling 
this neglect was a positive relief, for it seemed 

D 
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to justify my anger, and give me a right to feel 
that I was cruelly and unjustly treated. 

We had walked on some distance, when we 
entered a little wooded path that led through a 
plantation to the house. Seating herself at the 

foot of a tree — ^ 

' Nep,' said my mistress, ' come here. 

Sulkily I obeyed. 

' Nep, Ue down, and put your head m my 

lap.' , . 

I did so ; but I did not look up as usual in 

her face. 

' Nep,' said my mistress in a sad, soft voice, 
whilst she laid her hand lovingly on my head ; 
« Nep, you are a foolish, foolish dog. You are 
making yourself miserable from a jealous fancy ; 
and if it was possible to diminish my love for 
you, you are taking the very way to do it. 

I knew she was right ; but I made no sign 
that I thought her so. 

* Nep/ continued my mistress, ' I know 
everybody would laugh at me for speaking to 
you after this fashion ; they would tell me that 
you do not understand a word that I say to you. 
But they are quite wrong, for you do under- 
stand me, Nep, and I know that you do. Now, 
listen to me, and I will tell you a story that 
will make you ashamed of yourself and of the 
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bad passion to which you have been just giving 
way. 

* Many years ago, Nep, before I knew you, 
my dog, I had a perfect passion for riding. 
The uncle in whose house you were born, Nep, 
sent me a present of a most beautiful horse. 
It was the admiration of every one who saw it. 
It was my delight — my constant companion. 
It would follow me about, as you do now, 
Nep. It knew the sound of my voice as you 
know it It would eat from my hand as you 
do. We were dear loving companions, just as 
you and I are now, Nep. One day I was 
riding down by the sands yonder. My horse 
put her foot in a hole, twisted her leg, and 
fell. You may fancy my grief .at the accident ; 
my sorrow at watching all my poor favourite^s 
subsequent sufferings. But time passed on, 
and they told me the remedies had taken their 
due effect, and that my pet would soon be as 
well as ever. It was not, however, considered 
safe that I should make a first experiment in 
riding her. The groom took her out to exer- 
cise. I saw her leave the yard as beautiful as 
ever. She was led back, a poor, bleeding, 
broken-kneed cripple. 

* What could be done ? 

'Nothing, they tgld me, except to shoot her. 
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Nep, fancy what I felt ! for what should I feel 
if they told me I must shoot you, my dear, old, 
darling doggie V 

And stooping over me she caressed me as 
of old ; while I, forgetting everything but my 
love for her, and my sorrow for her sorrow, 
returned the caresses from the very bottom of 
my heart. 

* Ah, Nep ! it was a sad day. But if the death 
was wise and merciful — well, then, it must be 
accomplished. Just as, my mind made up, I 
had given the necessary orders — I was told a 
man wanted to speak to me. He was a farmer 
from a neighbouring village. He had heard of 
the accident; he had been to see the horse. 
True enough, she was not safe for riding ; but 
she was still a beautiful creature, with plenty of 
life in her yet. Why might she not live for 
many years to come — live happily with the 
children who might be given to her? If I 
would only let him have my pet, he would 
promise her life should be an easy and a peace- 
ful one. Perhaps it was foolish ; I am sure it 
was weak. But at the moment I seized any 
expedient to save the life of my favourite. My 
horse went to its new home. I heard she was 
happy and kindly treated, but we never met 

'Years have passed since then, Nep, when 
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suddenly, in that half-starved, broken-down, 
and miserable creature whom we met to-day, 
I recognise my own high-couraged, lovely pet. 
Nep, I stop to bind up that broken heart; I 
speak kind words to soothe that weary spirit ; 
I kiss that poor old shaggy brow, and angry 
feelings spring up in your heart, Nep. You, 
who are petted all day long, grudge that one 
passing caress. You, who are my companioti 
at all hours and times, are indignant because a 
few moments are given to one who loved me as 
truly as yourself, and was, equally with your- 
self, my true and faithful friend. Nep, I ask 
you if such conduct is worthy of you ? Put 
yourself in Fairy's place, and ask yourself what 
you would have thought of me if I had passed 
you by unrecognised, because I had found a 
younger and more handsome favourite ?' 

Self-convicted and self-condemned, I tried to 
show my penitence by gently licking the hand 
that rested on her knee beside me. I think 
she understood me, for, rising from her seat, 
she said in her old kind way — 

* Now, Nep, we will go home ; both, perhaps, 
the wiser, if the sadder, for this day's walk.' 



CHAPTER VI. 



j^HANKS to the kind and judicious man- 
. 5 ner in which my dear mistress had 
^JJi handled me, that chance meeting 
with poor Fairy became the means 
of producing a real improvement in my 
disposition. The more I thought of the 
wretched passion to which I had been giving 
way, the more mean and guilty my conduct 
appeared to me. I determined to watch care- 
fully against the first risings of jealousy in my 
heart, and if possible to rid myself altogether 
of such a misery-creating companion. 

It was well for me that I learned my lesson 
in time ; the sincerity of my good resolutions 
was soon to be put to the test. 

Not far from our own house lived a very 
intimate friend of my mistress, a friend of whom 
I indeed thought she was a great deal too fond, 
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— not, this time, from my jealous dislike of the 
friendship, but that when my mistress paid a 
visit to Ivy Lodge, it was quite impossible to 
say when she would come away again ; and as 
Mrs. Lindsay was very particular that no por- 
tion of her well-kept furniture should be soiled, 
a dog who, like myself, was addicted to jump- 
ing, and bathing, and rolling, was not often 
considered to be a suitable visitor : conse- 
quently, whilst my mistress was chatting with 
her friend in the drawing-room, I was left to 
while away the time as best I might at the 
garden gate ; and very dull I used to find it. 
For what was there for me to do except to 
snap occasionally at a passing fly, — to make 
casual acquaintance with any chance dog that 
might pass that way, or to watch Mrs. Lindsay's 
fat and petted cat, which for the most part was 
lying lazily rolled up and sleeping in the sun- 
shine ? For a dog accustomed as I was to the 
intellectual conversation of such a companion 
as my mistress, it will be readily conceded that 
these' were not exciting occupations; and it must 
be confessed that when I found we were to 
take Ivy Lodge in our day's walk, I generally 
showed my dissatisfaction in terms which could 
not be mistaken. 

It was some few weeks after our meeting 
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with Fairy, that one day when, to my disgust, 
we turned up the well-known road which led to 

Ivy Lodge, — 

* Nep,' said my mistress, * I have got some- 
thing to say to you.' 

< Bow — wow — wow,' said I, which meant, 

*Say on/ 

* You will not be left waiting alone at the 

gate to-day/ 

' That is good hearing,' thought I , and I 
wagged my tail as a sign of approbation. 

* I am not quite sure you will like your com- 
panion,' continued my mistress, * and that is 
why I want to speak to you about him before 
you see him. Nep, do you remember what I 
said to you about Fairy ? ' 

* Yes,' said I, after my fashion, but I barked 
out the words very gently, for it was not a 
pleasant subject of recollection. 

' Well, then, you must bear it in mind when 
you are playing with Conrad. He is to be 
pitted against you, Nep, of that I am quite sure, 
and his master will say that he is a handsomer, 
braver, cleverer, better dog than my dear old 
Nep. But handsome is as handsome does, 
Nep, and if you are a dear good dog, and do 
not take offence, and do not snarl, and do not 
fight, why, I shall know who is the best dog, 



OF A NEWFOUNDLAND DOG. 5 7 

shall I not, Nep? And if you know you 
have got right on your side, why, you can bear 
to be put upon, cannot you, Nep ?' 

< Bow— wow — wow,' said I in acknowledg- 
ment that come what might, I would at least 
try to do my duty. 

* There is my dear old dog,' said my mistress ; 
* I was sure you would understand me.' 

At this moment a turn in the road brought 
us within sight of the cottage. At the gate a 
tall handsome man was standing smoking a 
cigar, and by his side sat a large, powerful, 
heavy-limbed dog, with a tight curling coat of 
black and white hair. I dare say he was very 
handsome, but I own I liked my own shiny 
black coat much better. But then, after all, 
what is beauty ? it is but a matter of opinion. 

* I am safe from jealousy on that point at any 
rate,' thought I. 

As soon as Mr. Lindsay saw us, he took his 
cigar from his mouth, and, accompanied by his 
dog, he came forward to meet my mistress. 

* Nep !' * Conrad !' said our respective owners, 
as soon as their own first greeting was over. 

We looked at each other, and then we made 
acquaintance after the manner of dogs, I trying 
to throw what cordiality I could into my greet- 
ing, whilst Conrad, though perfectly polite, 
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treated me with a haughty superciliousness, as 
if he were not desirous of cultivating the 
acquaintance of so untravelled an animal as 
myself. He had made the grand tour of 
Europe, and evidently that gave him an im- 
mense superiority in his own eyes. 

And after all, he was no more to blame than 
his betters. How many men * do ' all the towns 
of the Continent, and return to their own homes 
not one whit the wiser, and yet in their hearts 
despising the poor home-staying people, who 
meantime may have learned more in their quiet 
studies than they in all their scampering sight- 
seeing ! 

In respect of his enlarged experience, Conrad 
held himself very superior to me. Perhaps he 
was right. Let us give him the benefit of the 
doubt. 

But, as our acquaintance ripenisd, we soon 
found that there were points on which we could 
assert a perfect equality — ^points again on which, 
if I had chosen, I might have claimed a decided 
superiority. Conrad could not open and shut a 
door as gently as I could. He could not sit upon 
a chair with the easy grace which distinguished 
myself. He clearly did not understand the 
conversations of men and women as I did ; and 

ough he used to turn off his ignorance with a 
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laugh, and say they talked such nonsense that 
their words were not worth listening to, yet I 
was not slow to perceive that the grapes were 
sour, just because he knew not how to reach 
the bunches. 

I must do Conrad the justice, however, to 
say that, when taking a walk with his master, 
he knew how to comport himself as a well-bred 
dog much better than I did. He was calm and 
phlegmatic, whilst I was excitable to a degree. 
Every passing event around me would distract 
my attention. To plod quietly along the road 
was to me a simple impossibility ; and so, whilst 
I bounded after every new object that caught 
my fancy, Conrad would walk with a grand, 
calm, quiet dignity by his master's side. 

I always noticed that it was at these times 
that Mr. Lindsay would point with a quietly 
triumphant smile to his own favourite, leaving 
my mistress to infer his meaning. And then I 
would make a thousand good resolutions that I 
would not so offend in future, — resolutions, alas ! 
which were destined to be broken the very first 
time a rabbit crossed my path, or some distant 
light and shadow tempted me in pursuit of an 
object which, when reached, turned out to have 
only existed in my own imagination. 

But there was one talent which we both pos- 
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sessed in common, and in which we both alike 
so piqued ourselves upon our skill, that, had I 
not been very much upon my guard in respect 
to my besetting sin, we certainly should have 
been involved in some most deadly struggle. 

We were both first-rate swimmers. We never 
tired of the water. We were never wearied with 
our struggles with the waves. 

How well do I remember one especial day — 
a lovely afternoon in autumn, when the air was 
so crisp and fresh that it made the bare action 
of the limbs in running an enjoyment worth 
living for ; and yet not so cool but that a bath 
at the end of a few miles' scamper was a reviv- 
ing and delicious operation. 

We had reached the sea-shore, Conrad and 
I, Mr. Lindsay and my mistress. There could 
be no more perfect day for a swim, — just wave 
enough to give buoyancy to the water without 
either fatigue or exertion. 

So tempting did the water look that even 
Conrad forgot his dignity so far as to take two 
or three energetic springs across the sands, and 
then standing still and turning towards his 
master, he barked out with more vehemence 
than was usual to him his request that Mr. 
Lindsay would make haste and throw in the 
^^ick, to seize which as it floated away upon 
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the waves, was to each of us the object of our 
ambition, as, of course, he was accounted the 
victor who could bring it back in safety to the 
shore. 

Oh ! how eagerly we watched Mr. Lindsay 
as he stepped forward, the stick well poised in 
the air ; Conrad's eyes glistened with expecta- 
tion, but he did not move a muscle, whilst I, 
in the exuberance of my enthusiasm, could not 
restrain my excited feelings, but bounded into 
the air, almost as though I would have seized 
the stick out of Mr. Lindsay's hand. 

There now — now. The stick whirls round. 
Surely it is launched on its course. No. * Back, 
Nep, back,' I hear my mistress say, and I turn 
and see Conrad cool and collected, standing 
still, with eyes uplifted to the stick, reserving 
the strength which I was so stupidly frittering 
away. 

Now — now — surely — yes — hark 1 it whirrs 
through the air, and splash we hear it fall into 
the waves ; onward we bound — onward we 
dash. Every nerve within me quivers. I lose 
sight of Conrad ; I lose thought of Conrad ; for, 
in the impetus of my bound into the sea, I am 
carried yards under water before I can recover 
my equilibrium and right myself again. And 
now I come once more to the surface, and see 
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Conrad steadily, steadily, swimming towards 
the stick. There is something very grand in 
that calm, quiet steadiness of purpose ; but, 
admire it as I will, it is impossible for me to 
imitate it. With my heart beating so that I 
can count the strokes, with my nerves all 
throbbing, I struggle to get ahead. I fight out 
against the water with a force that now carries 
me up abreast of Conrad, now wafts me just a 
wee bit past him. But my strength is exhausted 
in the effort, and calm and self-contained once 
more, Conrad swims past me. Shall I be beaten 
on such a day as this ? in such a race as this ? 
when I hear the voice from the shore — 

* Well done, Conrad ! Well swum, Conrad ! ' 
Shall there be no voice to say, * Well done, 
Neptune!' likewise? 

There is the stick — there — there, just ahead ; 
but Conrad is the nearest to it. With one 
tremendous effort, almost beside myself with 
excitement, I breast the wave, and at the same 
identical moment we both seize the stick. 

* It is mine,' growled Conrad. 

* It is mine,' gasped I. 

* Leave it alone,' said Conrad. 

* Leave it alone,' said I. 

* I got it first,' said Conrad ; and he shook 
the end violently. 



OF A NEWFOUNDLAND DOG. 63 

* It IS a lie/ growled I, now thoroughly over- 
excited. 

'Say that again, and we will fight/ said 
Conrad, speaking through his set teeth ; for he 
never loosened his grasp of the stick. 

What was it that at that moment made me 
hear, as in the murmuring of the waves, those 
words of my dear mistress : * Do not take 
offence, and do not fight, Nep, and I shall 
know who is the best dog.' 

Clear and sharp they sounded in my ears, as 
though the water had wafted them to me from 
the shore. 

* Conrad/ said I, speaking as kindly as I could, 
* let us each take an end of the stick, and swim 
towards the shore.^ 

* No, I shall not ; I want the stick all to 
myself.' 

Should I give way ? Should I acknowledge 
myself beaten ? I who had an equal right to 
the prize ! 

Again came the voice — 

* You can bear to be put upon, can you not, 
Nep?^ 

' I will try,* thought I, in answer to that far- 
away sound. 

And, dropping the end of the stick, I swam 
grandly and proudly back to land. 



64 NEPTUNE, AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 

Conrad placed the stick at his master s feet, 
and I went up to my dear mistress and looked 
silently up in her face. 

' Good old dog, dear old Nep,' she said ; ' I 
saw the struggle ; I heard the growls. If 
Conrad kept the prize, I know who has kept 
his temper. Who swam the best to-day will 
soon be forgotten, Nep. Who best did his 
dutyi will be remembered for many a day to 
come.' 

And as I turned and listened to the praises 
bestowed on Conrad's superior prowess, and 
noted the look of superiority in his cold grey 
eyes, I felt no answering throbs of jealousy. I 
only knew that I was happier in defeat than I 
had ever been in victory. 
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CHAPTER VII. 




UT whilst I was thus enabled to show 
forbearance with my equals, and obe- 
dience to my superiors, I am afraid 
my conduct towards those whom I 
considered my inferiors was by no means 
equally worthy of commendation. And, 
alas ! I made a mistake into which, it seems to 
me, that others beside dogs are very liable to fall, 
of mistaking kindness of heart for weakness of 
intellect ; and so, instead of looking up to moral 
worth as of itself commanding respect and vene- 
ration, I took advantage of the kindness that 
was shown to me, and construed what was in 
reality loving forbearance with my follies into 
a sign of a weakness which only excited my 
supercilious pity. 

Ah, Jane ! I wish I could make you under- 
stand the bitter pang of remorse that often 
throbs through my heart as I think of all your 

£ 
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loving-kindness to myself, and what a very ill 
return I have made for it The only plea 
which I can offer in excuse is, that my mistress, 
amused with the scenes which used to take 
place between Jane and myself, instead of scold- 
ing me for my bad conduct, used rather to en- 
courage me in my fault. But so it is with the 
best of us. We are all more inclined to be 
angry with the sins which affect ourselves than 
with those which affect our neighbours. 

Poor Jane ! there was no end to the tricks I 
played her ; and, mischievous beast that I was, 
the more I saw that she was frightened at my 
proceedings, the more audacious, a great deal, 
became my conduct How well I remember 
that one day, on returning from my walk, I had 
been bidden as usual to go to my kennel. I was 
trotting peaceably enough through the kitchen, 
where Jane was sitting quietly at work, when 
looking up, she said — 

' There is a good dog. Nep is a good dog 
to do as he is bid.' 

Whether from an innate love of contradic- 
tion, or from the spirit of bullying which was 
so strong within me, I stopped short 
' Go to your kennel,' continued Jane. 
* See if I do,' barked I ; and turning short 
^ound, I galloped up a back staircase which 
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led to the bedrooms, and, all dusty and dirty 
as I was, I bounded into the middle of one of 
the beds, ensconsing myself snugly just in the 
softest and most cosy corner. 

* Oh ! to think of his lordship doing such a 
thing,^ I heard Jane say from the bottom of the 
staircase. * He has gone into the spare room, 
that he has ; I heard him jump on to the bed, 
and just as we have had the counterpane 
washed. Oh dear ! oh dear ! to think of his 
playing me such a trick. Mary, you go up 
and tell him to come down this minute.^ 

If I was not afraid of Jane, it will be easily 
believed I had no fear of Mary, who was only 
Jane's assistant. 

' Nep, you come down.' 

I raised my head lazily, and winked at her 
with one eye. 

' Nep, do you hear ? ' 

' Oh yes, I hear,' growled I. 

* Nep, come, or I will fetch you.' 

' You had better try. Two can play at that 
game.' 

And this speech was made in a voice which 
caused Mary to descend the stairs at a much 
quicker pace than that at which she had come 
up. 

* There is no use, Jane,' I heard Mary say 
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when she reached the kitchen ; * he will not do 
an)rthing for me ; do you go up !' 

In another instant I heard the dear old 
woman's footstep coming slowly up the stairs. 

' Nep, Nep/ with a well-assumed tone of 
firmness, which I knew she would be incapable 
of maintaining, 'what business have you on 
that bed, sir ? Come, get off this moment, this 
very instant' 

I just raised my head, and laughed good- 
naturedly. 

* Nep, do you hear me ? I shall be obliged 
to punish you.' 

' Try,' growled I. 

* Nep, you will have no supper.' 

* Wait till supper-time comes,' suggested I. 

* Nep.' 

I raised my head slightly and gazed at her. 
Jane retreated towards the door. 

' Come off this minute.' 

Half a spring. 

Jane stepped outside the door, prudendy 
holding the lock in her hand. 

* Nep, I shall go and tell Miss Roscoe.' 

* Well, go,' barked I, and down I put my 
head into its soft pillow. 

* And if my mistress does come,' thought I, 
* ten to one she will only laugh ; as to punish- 
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ing me, I know well enough she will never 
punish me for bullying Jane/ 

And yet though I carried it off with such a 
high hand, I knew all the time I was very, very 
wrong. 

In a short time I heard steps coming near 
the door, and I had a tolerable conviction that 
whatever else might happen, I should be obliged 
to seek another and less luxurious bed. But I 
was not going to antedate the moment, so I 
lay quite still and pretended to be fast asleep, 
nevertheless I kept a very keen look-out to 
know how my mistress would take matters. 

* Jane, open the door and call Nep,* I heard 
her say. 

I knew I was all right then, and I gave a 
snore of satisfaction. 

* Oh, ma'am, I dursn't, he does growl so.' 

* Nonsense.* 

* Oh, ma'am, but indeed it is not nonsense ; 
he growls fearful.* 

* Well, then, let me hear him.' 

* Yes, you shall hear him !' thought I, and as 
Jane opened the door and called * Nep, Nep,' 
did I not growl ? that is all ! 

* There, ma'am, I told you how it would be. 
You speak — do, ma'am.' 

* Neptune,' said my mistress. I hesitated — 
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what did she mean ? * Neptune/ she repeated, 
in a tone there was no mistaking this time, and 
I jumped off the bed, even more quickly than 
I had jumped on to it, and doubting very much 
what was to follow, I crept very slowly and 
humbly up to my mistress's feet. 

* Nep, you have done very wrong ! ' 
' Bow — wow,' said I, very humbly. 

* Will you do it again ? ' 

* Not till next time,' said I, looking up ask- 
ance in her face. 

* If you do this again, Nep, you must be 
punished. But I will forgive you this time, if 
you ask Jane to pardon you.* 

This sort of humiliation was not at all to 
my taste. I sat still, and beat the ground im- 
patiently with my tail. 

* Now, Nep, make up your mind; beg Jane's 
pardon at once, or you will have no supper.' 

It was one thing for Jane to hold out this 
threat, it was quite another for my mistress to 
do so. Supper-time was not so very far off ; 
my walk had made me hungry, and I began to 
think that I might gratify my pride too dearly 
at the expense of my stomach. Slowly there- 
fore I rose to my feet, and somewhat sulkily I 
went up to Jane. 

* Come, Nep,' said my mistress, *beg Jane's 
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pardon with a cheerful face. Say at once you 
are sorry.' 

* Bow — wow/ said I. 

* Are you very sorry ?' 

* Bow — wow — wow,' said I ; but I am afraid 
the tones of my voice did not express the 
deep penitence that they ought to have done. 
The dear old woman, however, was much too 
kind-hearted to be extreme to mark what was 
amiss. 

* Bless his heart,' she said, * I think there 
never was such a dog.' 

* Give Jane a kiss, Nep.' 

And standing up upon my hind-legs I put 
my fore-paws upon her shoulders, and really 
touched now by Jane's generous treatment, I 
kissed her cheeks with an affection as hearty as 
it was genuine. 

Evidently Jane was satisfied, for that night, 
instead of going supperless to bed, according 
to my real deserts, she prepared for me a meal 
more than usually luxurious. Can it be won- 
dered at that as I munched it up, extremely 
to my own satisfaction, I did not experience 
that extreme terror of the consequences of Jane's 
displeasure with which she had so carefully 
endeavoured to inspire me. On the contrary, 
I am sorry to confess that the thought passed 
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through my mind that if in future I wished for 
a meal of super-excellent quality, there was no 
surer way of obtaining it than that of first 
taking a lounge on the clean counterpane of 
the spare-room bed. 

Dear, good, simple-hearted Jane, how little 
you guessed the moral I was drawing from 
your kindliness of disposition ! It was very 
wrong of me, I know, and highly illogical. 
But, alas! it is a moral which human beings 
seem quite as apt to draw, judging from the 
misery which I have seen to arise from faults 
lightly passed over by those who would have 
nipped future sins in the bud, if only they had 
loved wisely where they loved so well. 

Poor dear Jane ; it is inconceivable how she 
spoiled me. In her own mind I do believe she 
invested me with the prerogative of royalty, and 
was prepared to fight all my battles for me, on 
the plea * that his lordship could do no wrong.' 

And then her love was such an unselfish 
love. She never thought what I could do for 
her ; it was always what she could do for me. 
She never had a pleasure that she would not 
have been glad I should participate in it, and 
there never was a domestic festival but I was 
expected to be a sharer in the good things. 

As to the great feasts of the Church, I knew 
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them as well as Jane knew them herself, and I 
looked forward to my plum-pudding at Christ- 
mas, and my pancakes on Shrove-Tuesday, with 
as much zest as though I had been a child of 
the house. 

' I tell you what, Jane,' said my mistress one 
day, when she had been coaxed into the kitchen 
by Jane, to see the wonderful-sized pancake 
which was being fried for his lordship, whilst 
with glistening eyes and rapidly beating tail I 
was sitting listening to the appetizing sounding 
frizzing, — * I tell you what, Jane,' she repeated, 
* if his lordship is to be allowed to feast after 
this extravagant fashion, I hope you make him 
fast with the family likewise. If he is to have 
pancakes on Shrove-Tuesday, clearly he ought 
to be allowed nothing but salt fish on Ash- 
Wednesday.' 

' Oh, ma'am, that would be hard upon him ; 
he could not abide salt fish. And after all, why 
should we punish him ? How should he know 
anything about the day ? * 

And so it ever was. All that was pleasant 
was to be his lordship s portion. Whilst if the 
dear old woman could have taken the bitter to 
herself, she would have thought herself only 
too well repaid, by knowing that she had been 
able to minister to the comfort of others. 
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And this was the being whom, in the pride of 
my youthful strength and spirits, I thought fit 
to look down upon and despise ! Ah me ! what 
strange mistakes we make ; and when we are 
all weighed in the scales according to our true 
deserts, many, it seems to me, will find they need 
more merits than their own to keep the balance 
true. 

But, bad as my conduct was, and I do not 
in the least wish to extenuate my faults, yet I 
think that Jane did not altogether dislike being 
teased. Of course she did not like the rough 
play to go too far, but a little wholesome bully- 
ing I think she knew was good for my con-, 
stitution, and was not in reality bad for her 
own. 

One day I was sitting in the drawing-room, 
perched up on a chair, watching my mistress 
finish a sketch, when the door was opened, and 
Jane looked in. 

* May I come in a bit, and see you draw ? ' 

* Surely.' 

* Ah, ma'am, I wish you would come and see 
his lordship and the chickens some day ; you 
would like to make a sketch of them.' 

* Why, what does he do ?' 

* Why, ma'am, he knows at once which are 
our chickens and which are our neighbour's. 
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and he will not let Mr. Brown's chickens come, 
not for a bit nor a scrap. He flies at them that 
fierce that they are over the wall in less than 
no time.' 

* Ha, ha!' laughed I; *so that has been 
watched too, has it ? Trust to Jane to chronicle 
my good deeds.' 

'And does he behave more civilly to our 
own ?' inquired my mistress. 

' Why, as to our hens, I am not so sure about 
that,' replied Jane. ' You see his lordship is 
particular, and he does not like to be put about, 
and it must be said the hens scratch up a deal 
of dust, and he does not like a dirt near his 
kennel, so I cannot say as he is particular kind 
to the hens ; but with the little chicks, why, he 
is as gentle as if he were their father, and for a 
matter of that, he is a deal gentler than many 
fathers are. He lets them hop into his own 
dish, and pick at his own food, and seems quite 
pleased when they make a kind of chirruping 
noise, as if he knew that that was their way of 
thanking him. Oh, ma am, I wish you could 
see him, it is quite a pretty picture.' 

' It may be, but it was not a very pretty 
noise I heard this morning.' 

* Oh, ma'am, that was the sweeps.' 

' The sweeps making that awful barking ! ' 
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* No, ma'am, of course it was his lordship 
barking. He is fit to tear himself in pieces as 
soon as ever he hears the sweep's barrow in 
the road. You see he has never forgotten that 
the sweep shook his nasty dirty brush in his 
face come Michaelmas it will be three years 
ago. But his lordship has such an uncommon 
memory.' 

* In this case,' said my mistress, * I think if 
his memory were worse it would be better for 
himself Evidently to forgive and forget forms 
no portion of his rule of life.' 

' But then, ma'am, it was such a great affront. 
Fancy what the smell of all the soot must have 
been, and his lordship cannot bear a smother.' 

* I am afraid if we were allowed to cherish a 
remembrance of our wrongs just because we 
could not bear a smother, this world would not 
be a pleasant place to live in. His lordship 
ought to be made to live on good terms with 
the sweep.' 

* Well, ma'am, then you must come and make 
him, for there is no one else who can do it; 
and as for the sweep himself, it was only this 
morning as he said he would not go a nigh 
the kennel again, no, not if any one were to 
give him a twenty-pound note.' 

' Then, the next time the chimneys want 
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sweeping, I must come down and see what I 
can do in the matter/ 

* Oh dear me/ thought I, * then there is an 
end of all my fun/ but, however, like a prudent 
dog, I kept still and said nothing. It was 
some time before the chimneys would want 
sweeping again, perhaps ere then my mistress 
would have forgotten her threat. I am sorry 
to say that it never occurred to me that it might 
be as well if I too ere then had forgotten my 
enmity. 

Just at this moment, however, the attention of 
my mistress was diverted from my proceedings 
by the india-rubber she was using falling from 
her hand and bounding away across the room. 

Jane rose to pick it up. 

* Jane, sit still, what are you getting up for 
when Nep is in the room ? Nep, go and fetch 
my india-rubber.^ 

I got down from my chair instantly, and 
looked about upon the floor, but I could not 
see the india-rubber anywhere. It is a nasty 
little black thing at the best of times to look 
for, and it jumps and bounds just as if it was 
alive. How was I to know where the little 
wretch had gone to 'i I stood still and gave a 
bark expressive of my disgust at being sent on 
such an errand. 
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' Nonsense, Nep, do not tell me you cannot 
find it. It is in the room somewhere, you must 
look for it ; perhaps it is under the sofa/ 

* Perhaps it is not,^ thought I, but still I went 
to the spot to which my mistress pointed, and 
pushing my paw under the sofa, I felt and felt 
about, till sure enough I took hold of the miss- 
ing india-rubber. 

' Here it is, here it is,* barked I, and I went 
jumping back to my mistress's side. 

' There is a good dog ; I knew you would 
find it if you would only take the trouble to 
look. You shall be rewarded, if you like, by a 
game of play with Jane.' 

I gave a great bound for joy, for I knew what 
that meant, — that I had unlimited permission to 
tease my dear old friend. 

' There, Nep, go to Jane and tell her you do 
not care for her one bit.' 

' Oh, ma'am ! do not you make him say that.' 

But it was too late ; the permission was 
already given, and off I bounded, barking out 
in wild feigned tones of displeasure the dislike 
which I knew so well how to pretend ; whilst 
all the time there was nothing but love for her 
in my heart. 

' Shake her apron, Nep.' 

' Oh, ma'am ! do not ; it is my clean apron. 
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And, ma'am, his eyes are full of mischief ; he 
will tear it ; he will indeed ; do tell him not/ 

* Neptune, be gentle ; be gentle. You must 
not hurt the dear old woman. Keep in 
bounds.' 

The warning came only just in time. I 
would not have hurt the dear old woman for 
the world. Whether it might have fared 
equally well with her apron is quite another 
question. Already the muslin was within my 
teeth ; and a good shake, even in play, is not, 
perhaps, the best thing in the world for a 
muslin apron. But at my mistress's wish I 
relaxed my hold, and raising myself up on 
my hind-legs, I put my fore-paws round Jane's 
throat, and let off the waste steam in a series 
of hugSj which, if less damaging to Jane than 
to her apron, would have been somewhat trying, 
I am afraid, to any one less kind and gentle 
than my over-indulgent friend. 

Ah ! those were happy days. The very re- 
membrance of them seems to make me young 
once more. But if my time were to come over 
again, should I behave any better? Who 
knows ? Not I. If I have learned nothing 
else in my passage through life, at least I have 
learned this — to distrust myself. 






CHAPTER VIII. 

TMONGST the many tastes which my dear 
mistress and I shared in common, 
was that of a love for children. I 
was never tired of amusing them and 
playing with them. I would let them 
ride on my back, or lead me about by 
the ears ; shove and push me over just as they 
pleased, and sometimes I would even permit 
them to pull my tail ; and beyond this point 
forbearance could no further go ; for if there 
was one thing in the world that I detested, it 
was to have my tail touched. Not even when 
it needed combing could I endure to submit to 
the operation. I would turn my side readily 
enough to be brushed, and I would hold up 
my head to have my neck corribed. ' In fact, 
I rather liked that ; it was a pleasant, tickly 
sort of a sensation ; and I would lift up my 
paws to be wiped. But my tail ! no ; that was 
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too sacred an appendage to be touched by any 
one but my mistress ; and I cannot say that 
I at all approved even of her presuming to 
smooth it. 

However, all this by the way. It was of 
my dear little playmates, not of my own tail, I 
was speaking ; and there certainly were few 
indignities to which I would not cheerfully 
have submitted coming from the hand of a 
child ; so long indeed as I saw there was no 
bad spirit displayed in the teasing. Once let 
me have an idea that the child was acting from 
malice-prepense, and though I certainly should 
never have put out my strength to avenge my- 
self on one who could not defend itself, yet I 
took ample opportunity of showing I was not 
a dog to be trifled with ; and he would indeed 
have been a bold child who would have re- 
quired to be twice told that he must not repeat 
the offence. 

Amongst the children whom I dearly loved 
was a little boy who used. to come every morn- 
ing for the daily orders from the butcher. 

Our affection for each other dated from the 
time when I was quite a puppy. We used 
to race and gambol together, and I never 
remember an instance of Robert ill-using or 
cheating me. As I grew older our friendship 

F 
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assumed a less demonstrative form ; but for all 
that it was none the less sincere. As soon as 
I heard Robert's step approaching the garden 
gate, I would bark out my morning's welcome, 
and I should as soon have expected that the 
sun would not rise in the heavens as that 
Robert would not come up to my kennel to 
shake a paw and say some words of kindly 
greeting. 

* Ah, old fellow ! I have got something for 
you to-day,' he would say sometimes ; * but 
you must wait till I have been to the house 
first' 

And then off he would go whistling, and 
looking back at me with such a comical face, as 
much as to say — 

* I give you three guesses before I come 
back again, and then see what I have got for 
you.' 

And there I would sit,' watching, watching 
for his return, at the full stretch of my chain, 
and my paws firmly planted on the ground — 
much too full of expectation to be able to give 
my mind to the prescribed process of guessing ; 
and then the moment I saw Robert come out 
of the back door, up I would spring on my hind- 
legs, pawing the air in a series of eccentric 
gesticulations, which, if they did not carry a 
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clear meaning to his mind, seemed at any rate 
to afford the greatest possible amusement to my 
young friend. 

* Well, old boy, found it out — eh ?' 

* Bow — wow — wow,' in a highly excited state. 

* That is it. Ah 1 I see you know all about 
it. Where is it then ? Find it if you can.' 

I did not need to be twice told ; putting one 
paw on his shoulder, I popped the other into 
his pocket, and there, sure enough, I was cer- 
tain to find some dainty, put aside especially for 
myself, a renewed shaking of paws, followed 
sometimes by a kiss, and a * Now, old fellow, 
I must not waste my time playing with you. 
What will the master say ? And you would not 
like me to get into trouble, would you ?' 

A bark of assurance that nothing would be 
more painful to me, and off Robert would run, 
and in a few moments' time I would hear the 
clatter of his pony's hoofs as he cantered quickly 
down the lane. 

We were great friends Robert and I. In 
fact I am not quite sure whether in my heart I 
did not love him better than the fine ladies and 
gentlemen with whom I used to play in my mis- 
tress's drawing-room. However, when every- 
body was so kind to me, it is very ungracious 
to be drawing distinctions. My only wonder is 
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that I did not get quite spoiled amongst them 
all, for no juvenile party ever seemed to be con- 
sidered complete unless I was invited to make 
one of the number. 

* But, cousin Kate, will he really sit quiet?' 
I heard a sweet young voice say, as one day, 
when a merry party were collected for tea, I 
walked into the room at the hour indicated in 
my note of invitation. 

* Nep, take a seat,' said my mistress. 

I mounted a chair, and sat looking at the 
company with what I intended for my most 
amiable expression. 

A shout of laughter greeted my performance ; 
certainly it was more genuine than well-bred. 

* Oh, Miss Roscoe, what will he do next ?' 
exclaimed half a dozen voices at once. 

'Wait and you will see. Will you like to 
invite him to have tea with you ? ' 

' Oh yes, so much, so very much.' 

' Well, we must just draw his chair up to the 
table. I do not think he can do that for him- 
self 

I sat as still and as grim as a judge whilst 
my mistress moved my chair quite close to the 
table. And now there was a perfect group of 
little people round me, some patting me, and 
some making remarks on my conduct. 



OF A NEWFOUNDLAND DOG. 85 

* Come, come, chfldren,' said my mistress ; 
' you do not behave half so well as Neptune 
does ; take your places and sit still/ 

* Who is that large cup for ? ' asked one of 
the children. 

* That is Neptune's cup/ 

* Why, will Neptune have a cup of tea ? ' 

* Yes, he will indeed, if you will give it him/ 

* But will he not make a mess ?^ 

* He may spill a few drops perhaps/ 

* Shall I put these cakes out of his reach ? ' 

* Bow — wow — wow,' said I, very indignantly, 
for I could not bear such a slur on my honesty. 

* Put the plate back, Charlie. See, you have 
quite hurt Nep's feelings. He will not touch a 
thing on the table ; you need not be afraid.' 

' May I give him a cake ?' asked a sweet, 
pretty, fair-haired little girl. 

* Yes.' 

'Will he bite me?' 

* O dear no ! but you must hold the cake 
steadily, or he will not know what to do.' 

Out came the pretty little white hand, 
daintier even than the cake it held. I was just 
on the point of taking it, in what I flattered 
myself was my most gracious manner, when the 
little hand trembled, the child's face became 
suffused with crimson, the hand was suddenly 
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withdrawn, and had I not made a violent snap, 
the cake would have fallen to the ground. 
Poor Lillie screamed. 

* Why, what have I done ?' thought I, as I 
look anxiously at my mistress. I flattered my- 
self I had behaved quite as a gentleman. I 
was grieved at my failure, but I did not really 
know in what my fault consisted. 

* My dear child, you are not hurt, you are 
only frightened,' said my mistress soothingly ; 
* you withdrew your hand just as Neptune was 
going to take the cake. He did not mean to 
snap. See, this is the way to give it him,* and 
breaking off a bit of cake, my mistress held it 
to my mouth, and I ate it up as gently as Lillie 
herself could have done. 

* Now you try again, and I will stand by 
you.' 

Poor child, I felt quite sorry for her, she 
looked so frightened, and I held out a paw to 
show my sympathy with her feelings. 

'. See, he wants to make friends with you ; 
shake hands.' 

And the soft little hand came trembling into 
my paw. 

* Why, Lillie, what a goose you are,' said her 
brother ; * see, I can throw a bit of cake into 
his mouth.' 
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And suiting the action to the word, off came 
a piece of cake right into my face, and in self- 
defence, what could I do but open my mouth, 
and snap it up, a shout of laughter greeting my 
successful catch. 

* Gently, James, gently,' said my mistress. 
' We do not have such rough play at tea-time. 
Lillie shall give Nep just one bit of cake, and 
then we will go on quietly with our meal. — 
Now Nep, be very gentle,' added my mistress, 
as poor Lillie once more nerved herself for the 
attempt. * 

I did my very best. I did not snap one bit ; 
I am sure I did not, but still I am afraid I did 
not succeed in quieting Lillie's agitation ; and 
although I tried to show my gratitude, both by 
voice and action, yet I knew the child was very 
glad when the ordeal was over, and she was 
allowed to run away and enjoy her tea in peace. 

There were others of the party, however, 
who did not at all participate in Lillie's fear, 
and the amusement of seeing me eat cake be- 
came so attractive, that it is fortunate for me 
my mistress -put a stop to the entertainment, or 
most decidedly the after consequences might 
have been serious. 

Tea finished, we all went out for a game of 
romps in the garden, the children highly de- 
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lighted to find that I played at leap-frog as well 
as any one of them. There was no end to the 
leaps I was expected to take, and the higher I 
jumped the higher still did the merry little 
urchins insist upon my jumping. I think they 
would have played on all night long, had not 
my mistress called them into the house, telling 
them it was high time that a quiet game should 
be substituted for the noisy romping they found 
so attractive. 

* O but, cousin Kate,' — ' O but. Miss Roscoe,' 
exclaimed a chorus of little voices ; * we do so 
like to have Neptune to play with us. Do let 
us play a little longer, just a very little longer 
with Neptune.' 

* You may play with Neptune as long as you 
like,' replied my mistress ; * he will play with 
you quite as happily in the drawing-room as in 
the garden, and he is quite as ready to enter 
into a quiet amusement as to take part in your 
noisy romps.' 

' Why, what will he do ? what can he play 
at?' 

' Shall we hide something, and make him 
find it r 

' Yes, that will be fun.' 

* Go out of the room, Nep.' 

I obeyed with a well-assumed air of calm 
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indifference, but I sat myself down on the mat 
just outside the door, waiting with the greatest 
impatience the summons to re-enter the room. 

Presently I heard little feet pattering towards 
the door. 

* Oh, here he is, — look, look, he seems to 
understand all about it,' exclaimed the children, 
as I walked into the room and stood still, look- 
ing about me, as if waiting to be told what it 
was of which I was to go in search. 

* It is my pencil for which you are to look, 
Nep, — my pencil ?' said my mistress. 

I walked round the room once, the children 
all eagerly watching my every movement, then 
. I stopped before the rug, and began scratching. 

' No, Nep, wrong.^ 

I started once more ; this time I put my paw 
under the sofa. 

The children shouted with glee, as they 
watched my struggles to reach to the verj' 
furthest extremity under the sofa, and all in 
vain. 

* No, Nep, wrong ; try again/ 

And now, once more, I poked my paw here, 
and poked my paw there, sniffing at stools, 
and sofa-pillows, till at length I came near to 
a large easy-chair. A shout of laughter, and 
clapping of hands made me feel I must be very 



90 NEPTUNE ; THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY 

close to my prize. With a bark of joy I jumped 
upon the chair, and pushing my paw down 
under the cushion, I drew out the pencil amidst 
the * bravos ! bravos ! he has found it ! he has 
found it !' of the delighted spectators. 

I was a proud, happy dog, as, with the pencil 
between my teeth, I looked up to my mistress, 
and laid it upon her lap, and then, with the 
most perfect ease and self-possession, I turned 
to receive the congratulations of the children, 
who crowded round me, patting, and kissing, 
and caressing me in every possible way. 

* I never saw such a dog,' said Charlie ; * why, 
I do believe he can do everything but speak/ 

' He can do even that,' said my mistress. 

* Oh, Miss Roscoe, th^t is coming it a little 
too strong,^ said Charlie, laughing. 

' Try him, — ask him what dogs say.' 

* What do dogs say, Nep ?' 

< Bow — wow — wow ; bow — wow — ^wow,' re- 
plied I. 

' Could any little boy or girl have given you 
a better answer ? ' asked my mistress. 

* Oh, that is a trick — a take-in,' said Charlie, 
colouring. * I call that too bad.' 

* Not at all,' replied my mistress ; * you asked 
a straightforward question, and you got a 
straightforward answer.' 
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* But he would not answer every question as 
well, would he ?' 

' Perhaps not/ 

' Shall I ask him some more questions ?' 

* By all means ; he will understand every- 
thing you say to him. If you are equally clever, 
no doubt you will be able to understand his 
answers/ 

And so, with games, and fun, and bantering, 
the evening passes by, and then comes the time 
when the merry little party must separate, and 
as I accompany each group to the garden gate, 
I receive a parting pat or kiss, and an assur- 
ance from the children that they never did 
have such a pleasant party before, and that the 
next time they come, they do hope I shall be 
there to play with them again. And so with 
love and kindness I speed the parting guests, 
and then, nothing loath, turn into my kennel, 
rest my head upon my paws, and in thinking 
over the events of the evening, am soon fast 
asleep, dreaming of our pleasant plays and of 
my still pleasanter playfellows. 



CHAPTER IX. 




BELIEVE I thought my dear mistress as 
nearly perfection as a human being 
could be. Still the very best of us 
are liable to err, and there was one 
point on which, I think, my mistress 
made a mistake. 
In her anxiety to protect me from undesir- 
able acquaintance, she would never give me 
permission to go out on my own account. Now 
such restraint as this is not good for human 
nature. I am sure it is not. I have seen too 
much of the misery that arises from drawing 
the rein too tight in early youth, not to have 
been convinced that those are the happiest 
families in which the young people are allowed 
a little wholesome liberty — not license, of course, 
but liberty, and they are two very different 
things, though, unfortunately, it is not every 
one that knows this. Now, what is bad for 
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men is equally bad for dogs. It was quite 
impossible for me always to remain within 
bounds. There was a craving within me for 
companionship with my kind ; and had I been 
allowed a moderate amount of society, L have 
no doubt that I should have been content with 
such friends as my mistress would have chosen 
for me. But compelled to seek acquaintance 
on the sly, it must be confessed that my asso- 
ciates were not always of the most respect- 
able. 

There was one family with whom I was. 
especially intimate, who, I regret to say, sup- 
ported themselves almost entirely, as they said, 
by their wits, which, translated into plain Eng- 
lish, meant, I fear, by stealing. Now I know 
perfectly well that I ought to have had no sort 
of intercourse with such people. But there was 
something so fascinating to me in the excite- 
ment of their mode of life, the hairbreadth 
escapes that they incurred as they chased their 
prey through some of the most closely pre- 
served estates in the neighbourhood, that, I 
am free to confess, there was nothing that I 
enjoyed more than to escape from my own 
home and have a day's hunting with my friends. 

But whilst the taste of rabbit was sweet in 
my mouth, I must say the after flavour was 
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often bitter enough, for, whenever my con- 
duct was discovered, I was sure to be severely 
punished. Now it was not the actual punish- 
ment which was so hard to bear, but I could 
not endure the sense of moral degradation ; 
and if on returning from one of my marauding 
excursions, I did but hear the sound of my 
mistress's voice, I would slink away to my 
kennel, only too anxious to get away and hide 
myself from observation. And yet, though I 
knew I was wrong, and despised myself for 
my weakness, yet I never heard any of the 
Mongrel family calling to me, and asking me 
to come out with them for a day's pleasuring, 
but I was all in a state of excitement and agi- 
tation till I could get away. 

I well remember one occasion when I thus 
yielded to temptation. 

There was a large party staying in the house. 
I knew I should be wanted, and should be 
missed if I was away ; but it was a splendid 
hunting morning, and the Mongrels had been 
unusually pressing. I had resisted their invi- 
tations for some time, but at length the plead- 
ing of the youngest Miss Mongrel was too 
much for me. She was a great favourite of 
mine, and when she assured me the day's hunt- 
ing would lose all its attraction if I was not 
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present, it was too much for my powers of 
resistance, and, though somewhat unwillingly, 
I yielded and went with them. 
. I tried to reconcile my conduct to my con- 
science by promising myself I would only go 
for a very short time, and be home again long 
before I was missed or wanted. But amusing 
occupation and pleasant society make time 
pass very quickly, and the hours went by more 
speedily than I calculated. 

Our hunt was unusually successful, and when 
at length roused to a sense of the length of 
time I had been absent, I told my friends I 
must bid them goodbye and return, a general 
chorus of lamentation arose. 

* What ! would I not stay to dinner ?' 

* Oh ! you must stay and dine — you must 
indeed,' exclaimed first one and then the other. 

* And look,' said Miss Mongrel, * I have put 
aside all the tit-bits for you : surely you can- 
not resist them ?' 

* I could resist them, but I cannot resist your 
entreaties.' 

And so against my better judgment I sat 
myself down to dinner. 

We were just in the midst of our feast, when 
the sharp ring of a gun was heard in our im- 
mediate vicinity. In a moment we were all on 
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the alert. We knew too well what it meant ; 
the keepers were abroad, and if we were dis- 
covered there was but one fate for us all. Out 
of love for my mistress it is possible indeed 
that they might spare me the igoiominious 
death of hanging ; but, after all, whether it is 
to be a bullet or a halter, it makes but little 
difference, to my way of thinking. I do not 
care to be shot for the honour of the thing. 
No wonder, therefore, that in the general rush 
for life which took place amongst all the mem- 
bers of our party, I did not so much as cast 
one parting glance either on the object of my 
affections or the remnants of our delicious feast, 
but bounding off under cover of some thick 
trees, I made as rapidly as possible for a neigh- 
bouring field which belonged to a friend of my 
mistress. Once I could but reach that field in 
safety I knew that my life would be spared, 
whatever other punishment might follow. 

I am not a coward. My greatest enemy 
would never venture to say that of me ; but I 
confess my heart beat fast and full as I heard 
close behind me the crash of the underwood as 
it gave way beneath the keeper's feet. I paused 
irresolute. Should I stay to be shot down like 
vermin, or should I plunge madly through the 
thicket, and take my chance of saJfety ? 
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It was well for me I halted. Another step 
in advance, and my fate would have been sealed. 

My black coat saved me. Crouching down, 
as I was, the branches lying over me, for the 
moment the keeper did not see me, and biefore 
he had time to look my way again, his attention 
was attracted by the light hair of one of my 
companions, and turning sharp round he pur- 
sued the trail of my unfortunate friends, leaving 
me at liberty to return to my own home, thank- 
ful for my own escape, but saddened as I 
thought of the probable destiny of my com- 
panions. 

Poor Minnie Mongrel I how my thoughts re- 
turned to her. I longed to know whether she 
at least was safe. Ah me ! it was well I did 
not know her end, or it would quite have un- 
fitted me for the duties which lay before me in 
my own home. There I knew I was being 
anxiously expected, to play with the children 
who were staying in the house, and it is hard 
work jumping with a heavy heart. It needs 
light spirits to make light heels. 

I am afraid, in my sorrow for Minnie, I had 
very much lost sight of the real gravity of my 
own offence. The nearer, however, I drew to 
my own home, the more vividly all the features 
of my misconduct presented themselves before 
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me. Put what gloss I would upon my pro- 
ceedings, they would present themselves to me 
as unmistakably criminal. Plead as I would 
in self-defence that I was unduly kept in bond- 
age, the answer would return — * Vagabond and 
thief as you are, are not collar and chain neces- 
sary for such a reprobate.^' And struggle as 
I would against the sentence, I could not 
shake off the conviction that it was undeniably 
true. 

As I neared the house my sense of shame 
and sorrow became almost more than I could 
bear. What was I to do ? How was I to face 
the large party I knew would be assembled in 
the drawing-room ? and yet knowing that I 
should be wanted there, I did not dare go 
sneaking off alone into my kennel. Should I 
seek out my mistress, confess my fault, and ask 
her pardon ? But then, if she were to punish 
me in the presence of all her visitors, how ter- 
ribly degrading for me ! I felt I never should 
have the face to play with my little friends 
again. Should I put a bold front upon the 
matter, and, finding my way at once to the 
drawing-room, pretend that everything had 
gone on as usual, and that I had done nothing 
wrong? 

O dear, O dear, what should I do ? I was 
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sore puzzled, and so like every one who lacks 
moral courage to do the right, and yet has too 
much principle to do the wrong, I entered 
upon the middle course, which satisfied neither 
principle, myself, nor my conscience. 

Dishevelled as I was with my day's adven- 
tures, it was actually necessary that I should 
make my toilette before I could present myself 
in society. On arriving at home, therefore, I 
went straight into the kitchen, and concealing 
my wretchedness and self-reproach under a 
manner of more than usual self-^importance, I 
imperatively desired Jane to brush my coat and 
wipe my paws. 

' Why, wherever has your lordship been ? ' 
asked Jane, as she looked in astonishment at 
my dirty and draggle-tailed appearance. 

* That is no affair of yours,' growled out I, in 
a manner that Was anything but polite. 

' Ay, but it is. Do you know what the mis- 
tress will say ?' 

* Yes, I know ; you hold your tongue,' barked 
I, as I put up a paw to be wiped. 

* Now, there is no use in your lordship being 
so cross. No good will come of these bad ways 
of yours. As my mistress says, " No use in 
asking pardon and going and doing it again." 
Some day the keepers will catch you, and then 
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what a business it will be ! There will be no 
more forgiving then/ 

Poor Jane, she little knew how those words 
went to my heart * Ah/ thought I, * if you did 
but know how very nearly tiie keepers have 
caught me! It would be a pretty business 
indeed/ It was a sobering recollection, no 
doubt about it ; and so, abandoning the manner 
which, after all, was but assumed to impose upon 
my dear old friend, I stood quite still and 
quiet, whilst she brushed and combed my coat, 
and put me generally to rights. 

* There, you may go now ; your lordship looks 
like a gentleman now, that you do, every inch 
of you/ said Jane, standing back that she might 
see the full effect of her handiwork, and admire 
me quite at her ease.. ' Bless its heart ! I do 
not think there ever was such another dog, 
that I do not,' continued Jane, as with a kiss 
she dismissed me to the drawing-room. 

But my heart was too heavy with the recol- 
lection of the day's doings for praise to give me 
any satisfaction. In fact, I think it increased 
my sense of sorrow and humiliation, as I felt 
how little I had deserved it. 

Slowly and sadly I walked across the hall. 
The drawing-room door was standing open, 
and I heard the sound of merry voices all 
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laughing and talking together. They grated 
painfully upon my ear, and I almost turned 
round and made off to my kennel. But then I 
thought — 

* Well, this meeting you, dread so much must 
come sooner or later. You will only make 
matters worse by postponing it. Better dare 
the worst. Let come what will, it will be the 
sooner over.' 

So putting my paw against the door I pushed 
it wide open and walked into the room. One 
glance sufficed to show me that my mistress 
was not amongst the party. So far I was safe ; 
and the delighted shouts with which the chil- 
dren welcomed me, convinced me that they at 
least bore me no malice for my absence from 
amongst them. 

There is something wonderfully infectious in 
the mirth of children, and it is hard to resist 
that clear, ringing laugh which tells of pure joy 
and a heart that knows no sin. I am sure I 
felt wretched enough when I walked into the 
room ; but in five minutes I was romping and 
gambolling as if I had never known a trouble 
in my life. 

We were in the midst of our play when my 
mistress came into the room. 

* Nep,' she said, * where have you been ?' 
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Ah ! there were no m<Mie gambols for me now. 
Miserable and self-convicted I sneaked away 
into a comer, with my tail between my legs. 

' Oh, Cousin Kate ! Oh, Miss Roscoe ! What 
is the matter with Nep ? What have you said 
to Nep?' exdaimed half a dozen voices. 

' Conscience makes cowards of us all/ was my 
mistress's only answer. 

Alas and alas! I knew it too well. What 
would I not have given to have been able to 
brave it out, and not degrade myself as I 
was doing now in the presence of all my play^ 
fellows ? 

' Oh, may we not ask Nep to come and play 
with us ?' 

* Yes ; you may ask him.' 

And now from this one and from that came 
the most pressing entreaties ; — offers of cake ; 
offers of sweet biscuit ; everything they could 
think of to tempt me out of my comer. But 
what was cake to me, whOst my mistress's 
cold eye of vexation was upon me? Why, 
the tiniest crumbs would have choked me. I 
would not have touched cake or biscuit, or 
come out of my voluntary imprisonment without 
her permission ; no, not for all the good things 
the world could offer me. And as to play, — 
why, if she did not forgive me, I felt I would 

ver play again so long as the world stood. 
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* Oh, Cousin Kate ! what shall we do ? He 
will not come.' 

' I did not think he would/ replied my mis- 
tress. ' He has done very wrong, and I am 
glad to find he has a clear sense of his fault.' 
' But do not you think he is sorry ? * 
' Very likely ; but if people do wrong it is 
not enough to be sorry ; they must suffer for 
their faults/ 

* But then when people are very sorry, very 
sorry indeed, you do forgive them, do you not, 
dear Cousin Kate ?' pleaded the sweet soft 
voice of my little favourite Lillie. 

' Yes, Lillie, if they are very sorry, and ask 
to be forgiven.' 

' Bow — ^wow — wow,' said I very gently from 
my corner. 

* There now. Cousin Kate ; do not you think 
he is asking to be forgiven ?' 

* Possibly. — Nep,' continued my mistress, * if 
you are very sorry for what you have done, you 
may come here.' 

Very slowly, and with my tail hanging down, 
I came and stood before her. 

* If you are very sorry, you may say so.' 
' Bow/ 

' Very sorry ? ' 

' Bow — wow.' 

' Then you may give me a paw/ 
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I put my paw as tenderly as I could into her 
hand. 

' Another.' 

I raised the other, in token of my penitence. 

* You may give me a kiss.' 

My heart beat for joy, and raising myself up 
on my hind-legs — oh, did I not take advantage 
of the permission ! — ^so full of gratitude was my 
heart, that I totally forgot that I was not alone 
with my mistress ; and it was not till I heard 
the delighted shouts of the children that I came 
to a recollection that it was necessary in public 
to restrain my joy. 

* There, Nep, you may run away and play 
now,' said my mistress; 'but remember you 
must never do anything so wrong again.' 

Oh, how eagerly I promised ! and at the 
moment it seemed to me that I should never 
again transgress. Alas ibr good resolutions 1 
How often I have heard my mistress say that 
there is but one strength that never fails. As 
often I have longed to know what that one 
strength might be. Ah, human beings ! it 
must be an awful responsibility for you if you 
know what that strength is, and yet refuse to 
avail yourselves of it in your hour of need. 
You boast of your wisdom. In this, at least, 
are you wiser than the brutes ? 




CHAPTER X. 




'T was a bright spring morning when my 
mistress, calling to me, told me to 
make haste and « get ready to go out 
with her for a walk. Now, as I wear 
the same coat all the year round, my pre- 
parations were not long in making. In- 
deed, I was ready long before my mistress, and 
standing before the door barked out a very 
impertinent suggestion, that it was she, not I, 
who had need to hasten. 

' Nep, Nep, be quiet. What a noise you do 
make ! ' was her first salutation. 

* Whose fault is that ?* barked I, as I bounded 
round her, scratching up the gravel in my eager 
jumps. 

* Nep, Nep, be gende. Look what mischief 
you are doing. What will John say? And 
that reminds me : I hear you have been run- 
ning over the new beds of peas. You must not 
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do that again. You must not indeed. Here ; 
come here ; I wffl show you the marks of your 
great paws/ 

And taking me to the side of the newly-sown 
ground, I saw indeed, to my shame and grief, 
that I had been doing a vast amoont of uncon- 
scious mischief 

* No ; not again ; not again. Do you under- 
stand me, Neptune ?' 

I looked up in her fsuce with an expression 
which I meant should imply contrition for the 
past, and a promise of amendment for the 
future. 

* Was there ever such a dog !' exclaimed dear 
old Jane, who, having come into the garden to 
gather some parsley, had overheard our con-^ 
versation. 'Now, did I not tell you, ma'am, 
only this morning, that if you would but speak 
to his lordship I knew he would never do it 
^ain?' 

' And how do you know he will never do it 
again ?' asked my mistress laughingly. 

' Why, bless him ! you have only got to look 
in his face, and you will see he means to keep 
his word/ 

' Ah, well, Jane, you always had a gift for 
reading countenances ! Now, Neptune, we 
must go for our walk/ 
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As we turned out of the plantations I knew 
we were going towards the sea, and my delight 
was unbounded. It was some time since I 
had had a good swim ; and this was the day 
of all days for enjoying the water. So I went 
jumping and springing about, by no means 
keeping close to my mistress's side, as a well- 
conducted dog ought most assuredly to behave 
himself. 

However, she was too kind to check what 
was, after all, the mere innocent exuberance of 
animal spirits. In fact, I think my enjoyment 
was an amusement to her, rather than other- 
wise. 

Ah ! how littte I thought, as I bounded along 
so gaily, that a few hours more and my beloved 
mistress and myself might be parted for ever- 
more. It is well for us, indeed, that we do not 
know the future, or, depend upon it, we should 
have but litde happiness in the present. 

After several small delays, caused by visits 
which my mistress had to pay at several of the 
poor people's cottages — delays which I cannot 
say I submitted to very patiently, — we at length 
arrived on the sea-shore. Oh ! how lovely the 
sea looked, glittering in the bright sunlight, as 
the waves, tipped with silver foam, came bound- 
ing along from the far distance, leaving their 
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bright track of light behind them; and then 
as they neared the shore, worn out apparently 
by their long travel, they broke with low, soft 
sounding murmur upon the beach. 

Just as we reached the shore, two little girls 
who, with their maid, were hunting for shells 
upon the sands, ran eagerly to meet us. 

' Oh, Miss Roscoe ! how glad we are to see 
you and Nep. He will want a swim, will he 
not?' 

^Yes, he will indeed. He has been wild 
with delight at the thought of it, ever since he 
found out I was coming to the sea-shore.' 

^And may I not throw the stick into the 
sea ?' asked Emily, one of the children. 

* Yes, if you like you may ; but I do not 
think you will be able to throw it far enough.' 

* Oh ! let me try.' 

* Try, by all means.' 

Taking the stick, Emily ran to the very 
edge of the water, I jumping and barking by 
her side. 

With all her little strength she threw the 
stick. It fell, just within tHe curl of the first 
wave. In my impatience I had dashed into 
the water far beyond the object of my search, 
and was obliged to turn immediately from my 
delicious bath, and, taking the stick in my 
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mouth, paddled back somewhat ignominiously 
to shore. So disgusted was I that I did not 
even think it worth while to shake myself, but, 
dripping as I was, I rubbed by Emily, and 
taking the stick straight up to my mistress, I 
laid it down at her feet, and looking up in her 
face I barked out my request that this time 
she would not allow me again to be cheated, 
but would throw the stick for me herself. 

*Very well, Nep; I will throw it for you» 
Now then ; now. Once — twice — thrice — and 
away.' 

I heard the stick whiz through the air, and 
plunged madly after it into the sea. 

The first wave passed well under me. I rose 
with the second, and looked round for the stick. 
It was nowhere to be seen. It must be still 
ahead of me. Again I breasted the coming 
wave ; again I rose upon its crest ; again I 
looked round me ; again I could see nothing of 
the stick. Quite undaunted, I prepared for a 
third — a fourth attempt. 

And now, why, what was the strange feeling 
coming over me ? — an unknown power seemed 
to have taken possession of me, and was waft- 
ing me out straight away into the broad ocean, 
without my having power or force to check or 
stay myself. 
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' Come back, Neptune, come back/ I heard 
my mistress cry from the shore. 

Come back ! O how willingly would I have 
obeyed the summons ; but there was a stronger 
will than my own urging me on, on, on, ever 
and still ever on. 

And now the waves grew higher, and the 
foam came beating in my eyes. Terror seemed 
to lend me fresh strength, and I struck out 
bravely against the billows, but every wave 
that passed under me carried away so much of 
life and energy. A strange sick qualm over- 
powered me, my pulses trembled, my heart felt 
full and bursting. Oh, in that moment what 
strange recollections of the past came over me ! 
Never had life seemed so delightful as now, 
just when I was on the point of losing it, — 
never had I loved my mistress so devotedly as 
now, when I thought that I should never, never 
see her more. 

It was just at this moment, when, hope all 
but extinguished, I had given myself up for 
lost, that the rolling on of a wave carried 
me upwards to the crest of the succeeding 
billow, and turning my head in the faint hope 
of catching one parting glimpse of my beloved 
mistress, I heard a cry of anguish, such exceed- 
ing anguish, that forgetting all my own suffer- 
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ings, I could think only of her misery, for misery 
I knew it would be to her to see me perish 
thus miserably before her eyes, without having 
the power to put forth a hand to save me. 

To those who love deeply, that love for 
another is a far stronger motive power than 
love of self. My devotion to my beloved friend 
gave me a strength that was supernatural, and 
turning my head quickly towards the shore, I 
saw my mistress running at the very extent of 
her speed in the direction contrary to that in 
which I was being carried along, and waving 
her handkerchief incessantly to me to follow. 

Desperately, madly, I struggled with the 
waters. Yes, oh yes, surely I am following in 
her track. Yes, now, again, I am nearer, 
nearer, — I can hear her voice of encourage- 
ment, I can hear her bidding me keep a good 
heart yet, — that the danger is well-nigh over, — 
a few strokes more, a few bold, brave strokes, 
and the current will turn, and I shall be borne 
back to shore. 

A few strokes more — ah ! but can I struggle 
longer ? The effort of each stroke is so painful, 
that I could almost wish that the next wave 
might submerge me, and leave me in quiet and 
in peace. 

If it had not been for the thought of the 
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agony my mistress was enduring, itothing could 
have induced me to continue the fearfully un- 
equal struggle. But oh, any pain for myself, 
so that I might spare her suffering ; and so once 
again nerving myself for the battle, I put all 
my remaining energy into this, which I felt 
must be my last, last chance for my life. 

How long a time passed now I know not, to 
me it seemed a lifetime in itself, and then came 
over me a sense of stillness in the water, of rest, 
of quiet drifting onwards, — then my feet felt 
there was solid ground beneath them. I tried 
to rise, staggered, fell forward, was conscious 
that there was an arm around me drawing me 
to shore, and then a film came over my sight, 
I seemed to fall asleep, and I knew no more. 

I awoke with a strange tingling sensation- 
running through my whole body. My mistress 
and the nurse were rubbing me, — the two little 
girls were looking on with faces of the deepest 
sympathy and compassion. 

I tried to raise a paw, but I was too weak, 
and it fell down beside me on the sand. 

* Never mind, Nep, never mind, dear Nep, 
you will soon be better. It is all over now. 
You are quite safe> quite safe, my own dear, 
dear old dog.' 

And burying her head on my shoulder, I 
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have a shrewd suspicion that my mistress was 
giving way to a burst of tears, of which she did 
not wish that others beside myself should be 
conscious. 

Softly, very softly, I licked the hand which 
came within my reach. It was the only way 
left to me of showing my love and gratitude. 

* Ah, Nep 1 we have both great cause for 
thankfulness,' said my mistress, as some hours 
later in the day she stood by the side of my 
own cosy bed at home — made doubly cosy by 
old Jane's loving care and thoughtfulness, — and 
watched me eating the delicious meal which the 
dear old woman had made so hot and tempting. 
* Great cause for thankfulness,' she repeated. * I 
wish I could think you were thankful as I am, 
Nep.' 

* And so I am,' thought I. But how could I 
tell her so ? Different people have different 
ways of showing thankfulness. Let us judge 
leniently the one of the other. If the gratitude 
is only true, honest, and sincere, depend upon 
it that is the grand point which will be taken 
into consideration. 

One thing at least I may positively affirm : 
there was that night no happier or more peace- 
ful dog in England than myself. 



H 



CHAPTER XI. 

^IB^UT although I had been so wonderfully 
"J 1^^ saved from a dreadful death, yet the 
. ''j^^# effect of my struggle with the waves 
'ii^-&' told very injuriously upon my con- 
'^^ stitution, and gradually a painful dis- 
^ order began to manifest itself, in the 
shape of a hard swelling which formed over my 
right eyebrow, and which, as it increased in 
size, pressed down upon the eye itself, interfer- 
ing with my sight, and giving me both pain and 
inconvenience. 

Nor was it only the positive suffering I was 
called upon to endure that made the ill so try- 
ing : it interfered with every occupation of my 
daily life. I could no longer be the same useful 
companion to my mistress at home, for I could 
not see to do the things she required of me. I 
did not care to go out with her in her walks, 
for the sunshine dazzled me, and the wind and 
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the dust increased the malady from which I was 
suffering. 

I tried to be patient, but I fear I was not 
altogether successful ; and many and many a 
time, as I drew myself back into the darkest 
corner of my kennel, was I tempted to wish 
that the waves had swallowed me up on the 
day of my fatal combat with them, rather than 
have left me the poor maimed creature that I 
was. 

Ah ! I know how ungrateful were such 
thoughts, and deeply do I regret that I should 
have given way to them. I have learned by 
experience that trial, rightly understood, is after 
all but a blessing in disguise. 

It was one day, when, with my head resting 
on my paw, so that my eye might be sheltered 
from the light, I was meditating philosophically 
enough on the cause and effect of suffering, 
that I saw my mistress and Jane coming up to 
me, both of them looking grave and anxious. 

' It must be done, Jane,' said my mistress ; 
* so there is no use in saying more about the 
matter/ 

* Well, ma'am, I think you will be over- 
exciting his lordship. Why, ma'am, if his' lord- 
ship does but see me take his muzzle down to 
dust it, he will fly at me ; and if I did not put 
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it down at once, why, he would tear it out of 
my hand ; and to put it on, now that he is so 
weak and ill, is an offence he will never put up 
with/ 

' Ah, Jane ! he must learn to put up with 
affronts, like his betters. We must have the 
tumour cut out, and Mr. Danvers will not per- 
form the operation if the dog is not muzzled ; 
so we have no choice in the matter. Now, 
Nep, be a sensible good dog, and let me put on 
your muzzle quietly.' 

But this was the one point on which I was 
not at all disposed to submit, even to my mis- 
tress. Why was I to be treated like a fool, as 
if I could not hold my mouth still without that 
nasty thing over it ? Oh, worse still ! Why 
was I suspected of being a knave, who must 
be violently held back from doing a mischief ? 
and surely I was old enough, and wise enough, 
and good enough, to be trusted. 

As I growled out these sentiments in unmis- 
takable language, there was a sound of carriage- 
wheels stopping at the door. 

* Now, Nep,' said my mistress, as she laid 
her hand caressingly upon my head, * leave off 
making that horrible noise. Here is Mr. 
Danvers come to help you to get rid of your 
nasty painful companion, and you must be a 
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dear good dog, and submit to everything you 
are told without a murmur. Come, Nep, for 
my sake/ 

How could I resist such an appeal ? In a 
moment the muzzle was safely fastened over my 
nose, and with a sigh I submitted to my fate. 

It was with an undefined feeling of dread 
that I saw Mr. Danvers come up to my side. 
My confidence, however, was greatly restored, 
when r heard my mistress say — 

* Now, be quite still, dear Nep, and I will 
hold your head.' 

I did try to be still ; quite still. 

One moment of awful suspense, a thrill of 
intense agony, and then, oh what inexpressible 
relief! the weight gone, my sight restored! 
Was the burden which for weeks had been 
pressing so heavily on my spirits indeed re- 
moved ? Should I indeed be free and active 
as of old ? 

My convalescence was not indeed so rapid 
as, in the first moment of relief, I had antici- 
pated. Still, although I was called upon to 
endure a good deal from the touching of the 
wound with some stuff that always caused it to 
ache and throb most horribly, yet every day 
there was some improvement upon the pre- 
ceding one, and in a very short space of timQ 
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I was able to run about, and return to all my 
former habits. 

My joy may be easily imagined. Never had 
I seemed to enjoy life as now, when I was 
returning to its occupations after my enforced 
seclusion. Never had the sunshine seemed so 
bright, the air so clear, the g^ss so soft, the 
flowers so beautiful. Never had I heard the 
birds sing so sweetly; never had I seen all 
nature so fruitful of enjoyment as now, when I 
came out from my darkened kennel, restored to 
health and happiness. 

Ah ! it was worth the pain to know the plea- 
sure. 

For a while all went well, and by increased 
docility and obedience I endeavoured to show 
that I had profited by lessons learned in the 
sick-room. Gradually, however, I became con- 
scious that the shadow which had so darkened 
the brightness of my daily life was returning. 
A sense of weight again came over me ; a dim- 
ness passed across my sight, the meaning of 
which I understood only too well. In spite of 
myself my spirits flagged. Still, I struggled 
dogfuUy against the depression. I told myself 
that I must profit by past experience. Had I 
not been relieved once ? and when the right 
time came should I not be relieved again ? 
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And if I had to endure pain — why, I would 
look on through the trouble to the peace and 
joy that would afterwards ensue. 

And so, though I know I ought not to praise 
myself, yet I think I did manage to bear my 
troubles pretty bravely. 

As to dear old Jane, there was no end to the 
praises she showered upon me. In fact, they 
became at last quite humiliating to me, so much 
were they in excess of that which I knew that 
I deserved. 

I was making up my mind to another visit 
from Mr. Dan vers, and was summoning up all 
my resolution to have the dreaded muzzle put 
on without any resistance, when one morning 
my mistress called me into her sitting-room. 

There, on a table by the side of a sofa, I saw 
a sponge, towels, and a basin of cold water. 

* Hallo ! ' thought I, * I know what is in the 
wind now ; but where is Mr. Danvers ? ' And 
I looked suspiciously round the room. 

* No, Nep, we are quite alone,' said my mis- 
tress. * I did not see why I could not operate 
just as well as Mr. Danvers. And then you 
need not have your muzzle on ; and you will 
like that, I know.' 

Yes, I liked that ; but I was not equally 
sure whether for the rest I should not have 
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preferred Mr. Danvers to my mistress. I knew 
what he could do; I was not equally sure of 
her powers. Still, when she told me to get on 
the sofa, I did not hesitate for a minute, but 
placing myself as she directed, I laid my head 
back on a pillow which she had placed com- 
fortably for this purpose. 

* Now, Nep, be still, very still,' she said, as 
she knelt down by my side. 

I obeyed, implicitly I obeyed. Alas! my 
nerve was stronger than my mistress's. Just 
at the most critical point her hand trembled, 
and refused to do its office ; and, after intense 
suffering, I did not need her exclamation of 
'Oh, Nep, it .must all be done over again,' to 
know that the operation had been a complete 
failure ; and, sad and weary, disheartened and 
in pain, I sought out my bed, and there endea- 
voured to forget my misery in sleep. 

My poor dear mistress, I do believe she suf- 
fered more than I did. And when I saw her 
next, I was so touched by her expressions of 
loving sympathy and bitter self-reproach, that 
I determined not even to let a moan escape my 
lips, but to appear cheerful in her presence, let 
my feelings be what they would. I got my 
reward, for I do believe that, if it were possible, 
she loved me even better than before. 
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A few days passed away, and once again she 
invited me into that morning room. I confess 
that I had my suspicions as to what was to be 
the nature of the interview. Still with that 
unbounded confidence which characterized all 
my intercourse with my mistress, I did not for 
a moment hesitate about accepting the invita- 
tion, but calmly followed her into the room. 

She closed the door, then called me to the 
window, towards which the sofa had been drawn 
close. On a table stood the basin, hot water, 
the sponge and towels ; at the sight of all this 
apparatus standing ready I knew in an instant 
the fate that was before me — once I had endured 
the agony ; but no, not all my love for my mis- 
tress could make me go through such an ordeal 
again. If the tumour was to be removed at 
all, it must be by some more experienced hand, 
and in a paroxysm of terror I turned away, and 
bounded against the door, shaking it eagerly 
in my vain efforts to escape. But it was too 
firmly secured. In the madness of my despair I 
tore up the carpet, as I howled in very misery — 

* Let me go, let me go, let me go.' 

Up to this point my mistress seemed to have 
been too much amazed at my frantic perform- 
ances to be able to make up her mind how 
best to act under the circumstances. Now, 
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however, she seemed quite to have taken her 
resolve. Stepping up to my side, with a calm 
firm step, she laid one hand upon my head, with 
the other she touched the door-handle. 

* Nep,' she said very quietly, * leave oflF tear- 
ing up the carpet, and listen to me/ 

In spite of myself I obeyed. 

* Neptune,' she continued, * ycru want to go.' 

* Yes,' said I, * of course I do.' 

* Well, now mind me, you shall go if you like,* 
and she opened the door. * But, Neptune, if 
you love me do not go, do not go — there is a 
dear good dog.' 

What should I do? There was the door 
open before me. I had nothing to do but to 
walk out And yet I could not hear her speak 
in those soft entreating tones, and leave her. 

She saw my hesitation, and continued, — 
* Neptune, you must know I would not do you 
any harm. Come with me. Indeed, indeed, 
it is for the best. Trust to me ; be a good dog 
and come.' 

I looked up wistfully in her face. Her eyes 
were quite full of tears, and she looked so good 
and kind and sweet, I had not the heart to say 
her nay. I trembled in every nerve. The 
thought of the agony I must suffer was almost 
niore than I could bear; but love triumphed 
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over that fear of pain, and with one long- 
drawn sigh I turned back, walked to the sofa, 
and laid my head upon the pillow. 

My mistress knelt beside me ; she passed one 
arm round my neck, whilst with her right hand 
she took up the instrument. Her hand came 
very near my lips — what could I do but kiss it, 
in token that, let come what would, I at least 
would bear no malice ? 

* O Nep, Nep,' exclaimed my dear mistress, 
to my surprise quite overcome by this to me 
most simple and natural act. * You must not 
be so loving now. I want all my nerve and all 
my steadiness; you must not upset me just 
at the very moment when I most require to be 
firm. Lie back, dear Nep, and be steady, 
steady, very steady.' 

I quite understood, and I lay back, so still 
I do not think I even moved a muscle. One 
moment, one sharp pang, and then, oh joy of 
joys, I knew that all was over — ay, and well 
over too, no surgeon in the land could have 
done the work more skilfully ! 

I sprang from the sofa, and I jumped and 
barked in the very exuberance of my glee, till 
first Mrs. Roscoe, and then Jane, and then Mary, 
all came to see what could possibly be the 
matter ; and I do not know who got the most 
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warm congratulations, my mistress for her skill, 
or I for my heroism, as dear old Jane was never 
tired of calling it — for every one was so delighted 
with my present courage, that no one thought 
of blaming me for my previous cowardice, and 
of course, as they took no notice of it, I did not 
feel it necessary to recall it to their memory. 

Let well alone. It is a principle I have acted 
upon very generally in later years, and a very 
good principle of action I have found it. I can 
therefore safely recommend it to my friends. 

Let me not be accused of flippancy in speak- 
ing thus lightly of a moment in which many 
will possibly think I ought to have experienced 
nothing but calm and quiet gratitude; but the 
truth is, natures are so different that it is im- 
possible we can judge for each other how our 
gratitude may be best expressed. For myself, 
I am free to confess it took the form of wild 
excitement. There was no absurdity of which 
in my abounding joy I could not have been 
guilty. In fact, my conduct bore only too plain 
evidence to this fact, for no sooner had my mis- 
tress finished bathing my eye, than seizing upon 
the sponge she had been using, as if that had 
been the cause of my torture, I tore it into a 
thousand fragments — and truly a greater absur- 
dity than this could hardly be imagined. 
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Ah, dear me ! we are all strange creatures, 
and make strange blunders. We ill-treat our 
best friends, and we take our worst enemies to 
our heart. 

But stay, I must not moralize, or I shall be 
told it is a sure symptom of the presence of a 
more incurable disease than that from which 
my mistress's skill had just set me free. 




/■^mj 



CHAPTER XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

ND SO indeed it is. 



Old age is coining on. 
i/^^f^M. It i^ ti^^ ^3' ^<^'' some time after 
"^ ' "^ the removal of the tiunour, the relief 
I felt from the absence of pain and in- 
convenience gave a temporary fillip to 
my constitution. Once more my spirits rose 
elastic, and for a while I seemed like my former 
active, ag^le self But it was only as the fitful 
brightness of a late autumn day, which makes 
the dark, cold blackness of the coming winter 
seem gloomier even than its wont. 

And yet I am very wrong to speak of old 
age in such sad terms. Better turn from the 
thought of failing powers ; better banish the 
recollection of insults offered by my own kith 
and kin to the dog who had no longer the power 
to defend himself — very painful, but doubtless 
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very useful lessons ; better forget the pleasures 
which belong to youth, and dwell upon the 
many blessings and mercies which are granted 
to old age. 

Let me think of all the love and all the kind- 
ness which surrounds me with comforts. What 
if I cannot run and jump as of yore ? Well 
then, my bed is made all the softer for me. 
What if I can no longer bite hard bones ? 
Well then, the daintier meal is got ready to 
tempt my failing appetite. 

Ah me ! how wrong to think about my trials, 
when loving friends encompass me with kind- 
ness on every side. 

' Old age dark and drear ! ' From the bottom 
of my heart do I recall the words. No ; rather 
is it a time for quiet thought and calm repose. 
So may it be happy in itself, and by the ex- 
ample it holds forth become a source of blessing 
unto others. 

And now to all who have accompanied me 
thus far upon my earthly pilgrimage, I bid, most 
heartily, farewell, begging one parting favour 
at their hands. 

If in reading this, my true story, they have 
been struck with the great benefits, both morally 
and intellectually, which a beast may receive in 
kindly intercourse with man, will they be per- 
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suaded to cultivate the good feeling, the saga- 
city, the intelligence of all the animals with 
whom they are thrown in contact; and will 
they, as far as they can, persuade others to do 
likewise ? 

Depend upon it, animals may be raised or 
brutalized far more than people are in general 
the least aware. A little kindness and a little 
care, and men may ennoble and brighten the 
existence of a whole class of living beings, com- 
ing from the hand of the same compassionate 
Creator as themselves ; and rely upon it, it is not 
only the creatures who will benefit, — a, blessing 
will come back in abundance upon the men. 

And that all who read this little story may be 
happy in life as I have been, honoured in old 
age as I am now, is my most earnest, fervent 
wish ; and to attain this end, I would say, be 
honest, brave, and true ; pass by affronts ; re- 
member kindness ; look ever upward to your 
Master — onward to his promised reward ; write 
your troubles in the sand, engrave your bless- 
ings on your heart. Farewell ! 
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Illustrated by.M. L. Vixing. Price 2«. ed, cloth; 3*. ed, coloured, 
gilt edges. 

*' A charming book for children. Though the story ia ftill of Am, the moral is never 
lost sight ot."~Literarjf Churchnuin, 

Nursery Times; 

Or, Stories about the Little Ones. By an Old Nurse. Illustrated by 
J. Lawson. Price 3s. 6d. cloth; As, 6(/. coloured, gilt edges. 

Animals and Birds ; 

Sketches from Nature by Harrison Weir, for the use of the Young 
Aitist. Royal 4ta, publishing in parts, price Is. each. 

%* Parts L and IL now ready. 



BY THE HON. MISS BETHELL. 

Helen in Switzerland. 

By the Hon. Augusta Bbthell. With Illustrations by E. Whtmpeb. 

Super-royal 16mo, price 3s. 6dL cloth extra; 4s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

'* A pleasant variety of local legend and historj, mingled with the incidents of travel." 
'^The Spectator, *»"•-. 

Echoes of an Old Bell; 

And other Talcs of Fairy Lore, by the Honble. Augusta Bethbll. 

Illustrations by F. W. Ketl. Super royal 16mo., price 3m, 6d, cloth, 

4s, 6i. coloured, gilt edges. 

" A dellghtftil book of well-oonceived and elegantly-written fUry tales.'*— L^fiTary 
Churchman, 

The Surprising Adventures of the Clumsy Boy 

CRUSOE. By Charles H. Boss. With Twenty-three Coloured 
Illustrations. Imperial Svo, price 2s, 

Infant Amusements ; 

Or, How to Make a Nursery Happy. With Hints to Parents and 
Nurses on the Moral and Physical Training of Children* By W. H. G. 
Kingston. Post Svo, price 3s. 6</. cloth. 

** We urge parents most strongly to obtain this book forthwith ; we know of no book 
that can compare with it in practical value. Each chapter is worth the price of the 
book."— Our Tiretide, 
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Taking Tales for Cottage Homes ; 

in Plain Langaage and Large Type. In Twelve P&rls, each 
containing Sixtj-fonr pages, and several Engravings. 4d. eac^. 
Complete in Four Volames, cloth, U. 6d,,or 2 vols, extra cloth, 3s. 6<f 
each. 

*' The terse Saxon terms employed are level to the edacity of the humhletLrSagged 
School Magazine. 
** Written io a clear and sensible style."— Gttan2«m. 

Featherland ; 

Or, How the Birds lived at Greenlawn. By G. W. Fbkk. With 

Illnstrations bj F. W. Ketl. Snper-royal l6mo., price 2^. 6</., cloth, 

d«. 6</., coloured, gilt edges, 

'* A delightful book for children. There ia no story, but the happiest perception of 
childish enjoyment is contained in fanciful sketches of bird-life."— fiuflKfier. 

The Australian Babes in the Wood; 

A True Story told in Bhyme for the Toung. Wilh Illustrations 
by Hugh Camerok, A.R.S.A.; J. McWrirtib; Geo. Hat; J. 
Lawson, &c. Imperial 16mo. Is. 6d, Boards. 2s. Cloth, gilt edges. 

Trottie's Story Book; 

True Tales in Short Words and Large Type. Eight Illostrations bj 
Wjsia. Price 2s. 6<f., cloth, 3s. 6<f., coloured, gilt edges. 

Tiny Stories for Tiny Readers in Tiny Words. 

with Twelve Illustrations by Harrison Wbir. Third edition. 
Price 2s. %d. cloth, Ss. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Work in the Colonies ; 

. Some Account of the Missionary (^rations of the Chnreh of England 
in connexion with the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel in 
Poreign Parts. With Map and Sixteen Illustrations, fioyal 16mo. 
price 5s; cloth. 

Early Days of English Princes ; 

By Mrs. £uft8ELL Grat. Illustrations l^ JoHif Fbasxlik. New 
and Enlarged Edition. Super-royal 16mo., price 3s. 6^^.^ cloth, 4s. 6d., 
coloured, gilt edges. 

Pictures of Girl Life. 

By Catharine Augusta Howell. Frontispiece by F. Eltzs. 
Fcap. 3vo., price 3«. cloth, 3s. 6d. gilt edges. 
** A reallj healthy and sthnulatlng book for gir\B."~-NoHeonformi9t. 

Pages of Child Life; 

By Catharine Augusta Howell. With Three Illustrations. Fcap. 
8vo., price 3». 6d. cloth. 
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The Four Seasons. 

A Short Account of the Structare of Plants, being Four Lectures 

written for the Working Men's Institute, Paris. With Illastrations. 

Imperial 16mo. Price, 3s 6d* cloth. 

*' Diatinguished bv extreme clearness, and teeming with information of a useful and 
popular ctiaracter. --GuaridsaA. 

Fun and Earnest ; 

Or, Rhymes with Reason, by D'Aect W. Thompson. Illus- 
trated by Charles H. Bennett. Imperial 16mo., price 3«. cloth, 
48. 6(/. coloured. Cloth, Elegant gilt edges. 

** Only a clever man with the touch of a poet's feeling in him, oan wxite good children's 
nonsense; such a man the author proves himself to be/'— £jra»iitN^. 

Nursery Nonsense; 

Or Rhymes without Reason^ byD'ABCT W. Thompson, with sixty 
ninstrations, by C. H. Bennett. Second edition. Imperial 16mo., 
price 2«. 6d cloth; or 4s. 6d, coloured, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 
" The funniest book we hare seen for an age, and quite as harmless as hearty."— J>ai/jf 

** Whatever Mr. Bennett does, has some touch in it of a true genius."— fjrainiWr. 

Spectropia ; 

Or, Surprising Spectral Illusions, showing Ghosts everywhere and of 
any Colour. By J. H. Brown. Fifth edition. Quarto. Coloured 
Plates. Price 2s. 6d. fancy boards. 

** One of the best scientific toy books we have seen."— if/Aaumm. 

"A clever book. The illusions are founded on true scientific principles."— C%<»nMa/3r<nr». 

WORKS BY LADY LUSHINCTON. 

Almeria's Castle; 

Or, My Early Life in India and England. By Ladt Lushington, 

with Twelve Illustrations. Price 4s, 6d., cloth, 5s., gilt edges. 

" The Authoress has a very graphic pen, and brings before oar eyes, with singular 
vividness, the localities and modes of life she aims to describe."— Lontfoii Review. 

Hacco the Dwarf; 

Or, The Tower on the Mountain ; and other Tales, by Ladt Lush- 

jngton. Illustrated by 6. J. Pinwell. Super royal 16mo., price 

Sf. 6(f. cloth, 4s, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

** Enthudasm is not our usual fashion, but the excellence of these stories is so greatly 
above the average of most clever tales for the play-room, that we are tempted to reward 
the author with admiration."— i4Mfn<r«m. 

The Happy Home; 

Or the Children at the Red House, by Ladt Lushinoton. niustrated 

by G. J. Pinwell. Price 3s, 6d, cloth, 4s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

" A happy mixture of fact and fiction. Altogether it is one of the best books of the 
kind we have met with."— Guortftan. 



1 2 NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 

BY MRS. HENRY WOOD. 

William AUair; 

Or, Running away to Sea, by Mrs. H. Wood, aathor of " The Chan- 

nings," etc. Frontispiece by F. Gilbert. Second edition. Fcap. 8yo., 

price 25. 6rf., cloth, 35. gilt edges. 

*' There is a fascination about Mrs. Wood's writings, firom which neither old nor young 
c-n escape."— J?e/r* Meuenger, 

WORKS BY MRS. DAVENPORT. 

The Holidays Abroad ; 

Or, Bight at Last. By Emma Davenport. With Frontispiece by 
G. Hay. Fcap. 8vo., price 25. 6d. cloth extra; 35. gilt edges. 
" Its tone is healthy and natural.' — (^ur^man. 

The Happy Holidays; 

Or, Brothers and Sisters at Home, by Emma Davenport. Frontispiece 
by F. Gilbert. Fcap. 8vo., price 25. Qd. cloth, 35. gilt edges. 

Our Birth Days; 

And how to improve them, by Mrs. E. Davenport,. Frontispiece by 
D. H. Friston. Fcap. Svo., price 25. 6d. cloth, 35. gilt edges. 
" Most admirably suited as a gift to young girla"— British Mother*s Magazine. 

Fickle Flora, 

And her Sea Side Friends. By Emma Davenport. With Illus- 
trations by J. Absolon. Price 35. 6d. cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges 

Live Toys; 

Or, Anecdotes of our Four-legged and other Pets. By Emma Daven- 
port. With Illustrations by Harrison Weir. Second Edition. 
Super Boyal 16mo. price 25. 6d, cloth; 35. Qd. coloured, gilt edges. 
" One of the best kind of books for youthful reading."— (Fuarefidn. 



DEDICATED BY PERMISSION TO ROSSINI. 

Little by Little. 

A series of Graduated Lessons in the Art of Heading Music. Second 
Edition. Oblong 8vo., price 35. 6d. cloth. 
" One of the best productions of the kind which haye yet appeared."— CAarto SteggaV^ 
Mtu, D., Cantab. 

Memorable Battles in English History. 

Where Fought, why Fought, and their Results. With Lircs of the 
Commanders. By W. H. Davenport Adams. Frontispiece by 
Bobert Dudley. Post 8vo. price 65. extra cloth. 

" Of tlie care and honesty of the anthor's labours, the book gives abundant proof.*'— 
'^enamm. 
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The Loves of Tom Tucker and Little Bo-Peep. 

Written and Illustrated hy Tom Hood. Quarto, price 2«. 6cf. 
coloured plates. 
" Full of fan and of good innocent humour. The Illustrations are excellent'*— 2%« Critic, 

WORKS BY M. BETHAM EDWARDS- 

The Primrose Pilgrimage. 

A Woodland Storj, by M. Betham Edwards, illustrations by T. R. 

Macquoid. Price 2s, 6d. cloth, Ss. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

*' One of the best books of children's verse that has appeared since the early days cf 
Mary 'ELowitt."-~NoncoTtfomiist. 
*' The Poems are full of interest, and the Illustrations charming."— if r^Joumo/. 

Scenes and Stories of the Rhine, 

By M. Betham Edwards. With Illustrations by E. W. Ketl. 
Price 3«. 6rf. cloth; As. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
*' Full of amusing incidents, good stories, and sprightly pictures.'* — The Dial, 

Holidays Among the Mountains ; 

Or, Scenes and Stories of Wales. By M. Betham Edwards. Illus- 
trated by E. J. Skill. Price 3s, 6d. cloth; As, 6(/. coloured, gilt edges. 



Nursery Fun ; 

Or, the Little Folks* Picture Book. The Illustrations by C. H. 
Bennett. Quarto, price 2s, 6d, coloured plates. 
" Will be greeted with shouts of laughter in any nursery.*'— T/tc Critic, 

Play-Room Stories; 

Or, How to make Peace. By Georgiana M. Craik. With Illus- 
trations by C. Green. Price 3s, Qd, cloth ; 4s. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

" This Book wUl come with ' peace * upon its wings into many a crowded playroom.' 
—Art Journal. 

The Faithful Hound. 

A Story in Verse, founded on fact. By Lady Thomas. With Illus- 
trations by H. Weir. Imperial 16mo, price 2s, Gd. cloth; 3«. 6d. 
coloured, gilt edges. 

Jack Frost and Betty Snow; 

With other Tales for Wintry Nights and Rainy Days. Illustrated by 
H. Weir. Second Edition. 2s, Qd. cloth; 35. Qd. coloured, gilt edges. 
•* The dedication of these pretty tales, prove by whom they are written j they are inde- 
libly stamped with that natural and graceful method of amusing while instructing, which 
only persons of genius possess."— i^-r? Journal, 



14 NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 

BOOKS FOR BOYS. 

With Illustrations^ Fcap. Svo. price 5s, each doth. 

Luke Ashleigh; 

Or, School Life in Holland. By Authed Elwes. 
" The author's best book, by a writer whose popularity with boys is great." — Aihenaum, 

Guy Rivers ; 

Or, a Boy's Straggles in the Great World. By A. Elwbs. 

Ralph Seabrooke; 

Or, The Adventures of a Toung Artist in Piedmont and Tnscaiy. 
By A. Elwes. 

Frank and Andrea ; 

Or Forest Life in the Island of Sardinia. By A. Elwbs. 

Paul Blake ; 

Or, the Story of a Boy's Perils in the Islands of Corsica and Monte 
Christo. By A. Elwes. 

Ocean and her Rulers ; 

A Narrative of the Nations who have held dominion over the Sea; 
and comprising a brief History of Navigation. By Alfred Elwes. 

Lost in Ceylon ; 

The Story of a Boy and Girl's Adventures in the Woods and Wilds 
of the Lion King of Kandy. By William Dalton. 

The White Elephant ; 

' Or the Himten of Aya. By William Dalton. 

The War Tiger; 

Or, The Adventures and Wonderful Fortunes of the Young Sea-Chief 
and his Lad Chow. By W. Dalton. 
" A tale of lively adventure rigorously told, and embodying much curious iaformatioii.** 
Jlntlrated Newt, 

Neptune's Heroes : or The Sea Kings of England; 

from Hawkins to Franklin. By W. H. Davenpobt Adams. 
" We trust Old England may ever have writers as ready and able to interpret to her 
children the noble lives of her greatest men." — Athenceum, 

Historical Tales of Lancastrian Times. 

By the Rev. H. P. Dunster, M.A. 
"Conveys a good deal of information about the manners and customs of England and 
France in the 15th Century."— Gentiemen** Magazine. 

The Fairy Tales of Science. 

By J. C. Brough. With 16 niustrations hy C. H, Bennbxt. New 

Edition, Revised throughout. 

** Science, perhaps, was never made more attractive and easy of entrance into the 
youthful mind.'*— rAe Builder. 

** Altogether the yolume is one of the most original, as well as one of the most useful, 
books of the SQaaon.**— Gentleman** Magazine, 
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WORKS BY THOMAS HOOD'S DAUGHTER. 

Wild Roses ; 

Or, Simple Stories of Country Life. Bj FrakgisFbselingBsodebip. 
lUnstrated bj Anelat. Post 8vo, Ss. 6i. cloth 4s, gilt edgea. 
** Tiittea with the grace and trathf ohiesa whidi the daughtw ot Tom Hood knows bo 
well kow to impart." — Art Journal. 

Mamma's Morning Gossips ; 

Or, Little Bits for Little Birds. Containing Easy Lessons in Words 
of One Syllable, and Stories to read. With Fifty Illiistrations by 
Tom Hood. Foolscap Quarto, Us., cloth, 4s. 6</. coloured, gilt edges. 

Merry Songs for Little Voices ; 

The words by Mrs. Brodebip; set to music by Thomas Mvkbt, 
with 40 illustrations by Tom Hood. Fcap. 4to., price 5s. cloth. 

Crosspatch, the Cricket, and the Counterpane ; 

A Patchwork of ^ Story and Song. Illustrated by Tom Hood. 
Super royal 16mo. price 3^. 6d. cl.,4«. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
'* Ham Andersen haa a formidable rival in this gentle lady,**— Art Journal. 

My Grandmother's Budget 

of Stories and Verses. Illustrated by Tom Hood. Price 3«. 6<f. cloth ; 
As. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
" Some of the most charming little inyentfona that eyer adorned the department of 
literature."— /tftufro/ed Times, 

Tiny Tadpole; 

And other Tales. With Illustrations by Tom Hood. Price 3s. 6</. 
cloth; 4s, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
** A remarkable book, by the brother and sister of a family in which genius and Inn are 
inherited.**— Saturday Review. 

Funny Fables for Little Folks. 

Illustrated by Tom Hood. Price 2«. 6</. cl*; 3^. 6cl. coL, gilt edges. 

BY CAPTAIN MARRYAT»S DAUGHTER. 

With Illustrations by various Artists. Super-royal l6mo, price 2«. 6<i. 

each cloth elegant, Zs. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

The Children's Pic Nic, 

And what Came of it 

What became of Tommy ; 

By Emilia Mabrtat Nobkis. 

A Week by Themselves ; 

By Emilia Marrtat Norris. 
" Our younger readers will be charmed with a story of some youthful CrusoeSp written 
by the daughter of Captain MArryat."—GtMirtfiaii. 

Harry at School ; 

By Emilia Mabrtat. 

Long Evenings; 

Or, Stories for My Little Friends. Second Edition. 



LANDELL'S INSTRUCTIVE AND AMUSINC WORKS. 

The Boy's own Toy Maker. 

A Practical IHnstrated Guide to the nsefiil employment of Leimre 
Hours. By E. Landklls. With Two Hundred Cats. Seyenth Edi- 
tion. Boyal 16mo, price 2«. 6cf., cloth. 

*' A new and yaJnable form of endless amvueiaeat.**~Noneonformut. 

** We recommend it to all who have cUldren to be instmoted and amused.**— feoiMHmrt. 

The Girl's Own Toy Maker, 

And Book of Recreation. By £. and A. Landblls. Fourth Editioa* 
With 200 Hlnsfcrations. Boyal 16mo. price 2s. 6d, cloth. 
** A perfect magazine of information." — lUustrcUed News offfie World, 

Home Pastime ; 

Or, The Child's Own Toy Maker. With practical instructions. By \ 
E. Landells. New and Cheaper Edition, price 3s, 6<L complete, wiUi 
the Cards, and Descriptive Letterpress. 

*«* By this novel and ingenious ''Pastime," Twelve beautiful Models can 

be made by Children from the Cards. 

** As a del^htftil exercise of ingenoity, and a most sensible mode of pandng a winter's 
evening, we commend the Child's own Toy Maker.**— ifitufro^erf Nenm. 
** Should be In every house blessed with the presence of children." — The Field, 

The Illustrated Paper Model Maker ; 

Containing Twelve Pictorial Subjects, with Descriptive liCtter-press 

and Diagrams for the construction of the Models. By E. Lak dells. 

Price 2s, in a neat Envelope. • 
*' A most excellent mode of educating both eye and hand in the knowledge of form.**— 
EnglUh Chiurchman, 

THE LATE THOMAS HOOD. 

Fairy Land ; 

Or, Becreation for the Rising Generation, in Prose and Verse. By 
Thomas and Jane Hood. Illustrated by T. Hood, Jnn. Second 
Edition. Super-royal 16mo; price Ss, 6U. cloth; 4s. 6d, coloured 
gilt edges. 

** These tales are charming. Beforn it goes into the Nnrsery, we recommend all grown 
up people dioold study * Fairy Land.' *'— Blackwood. 

The Headlong Career and Woful Ending of Preco- 
cious PIGGY. Written for his Children, by the late Thomas Hood. 
With a Preface by his Daughter; and Illustrated by his Son. Fourth 
Edition. Post 4 to, fancy boards, price 2s. 6d., coloured. 

*' The Illustrations are intensely humourous."— rAe Critic, 
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BY THE AUTH3R OF "TRIUMPHS OF STEAM," ETC. 

Meadow Lea ; 

Or, the Gipsy Children; a Story founded on fact. With Illustra- 
tions by John Gilbert. Fcap. 8vo. price 48, 6(f. cloth; 58. gilt edges. 

The Triumphs of Steam; 

Or, Stories from the Lives of Watt, Arkwright, and Stephenson. With 

illustrations by J. Gilbert. Dedicated by permission to Robert 

Stephenson, Esq., M.P. Second edition. Royal 16mo, price Ss. 6d, 

cloth; 48. 6d.j coloured, gilt edges. 
" A most delicious volume of examples."— J/*^ Journal. 

Our Eastern Empire; 

Or, Stories from the History of British India. Second Edition, with 
Continuation to the Proclamation of Queen Victoria. With Four 
niustrations. Royal l6mo. cloth Ss. 6d.\ As. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
" These stories are charming, and convey a general view of the progress of our Empire in 
the East. The tales are told with admirable clearness." — Atkenaum. 

Might not Right ; 

Or, Stories of the Discovery and Conquest of America. Illustrated 

by J. Gilbert. Royal 16mo. 3«. 6d. cloth; 4«. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
" WiUi the fortunes of Columbus, Cortes, and Pizarro, for the staple of these stories, the 
mriter has succeeded in producing a very interesting volume.*' — lUtutrtUed Netcs. 

Tuppy ; 

Or the Autobiography of a Donkey. Illustrated by Weib. Price 
2s. 6(i. cloth; 3s, 6£?. coloured, gilt edges. 
" A very intelligent donkey, worthy of the distinction conferred upon him by the artist.*' 
—Art Jownal. 

Rhymes and Pictures. 

Bj William Newman. 12 Rlustrations. Price %d, plain, Is, 
coloured. 2s. 6d, on linen, and bound in clotli. 

1. The History of a Quartern Loaf. 

2. The History of a Cup of Tea. 

3. The History of a Scuttle of Coals. 

4. The History of a Lump of Sugar. 

5. The History of a Bale of Cotton. 

6. The History of a Golden Sovereign. 

\* Nos. 1 to 3 and 4 to 6, may be had bound in Two Volumes. Cloth 
price 2s, each, plain ; 3«. 6d. coloured. 

Hand Shadows, 

To be thrown upon the Wall. By Henrt Bubsill. 1st & 2nd Series 
each containing Eighteen Original Designs, 4to.2« each plain ; 28.6d. coL 
'* Uncommonly clever— some wonderful eflfects are produced." — The 2*reu. 

Old Nurse's Book of Rhymes, Jingles, and Ditties. 

Illustrated by C. H. Beknett. With Ninety Engravings. Ne y 
Edition. Fcap. 4to., price 3^. 6dL.cloth, plain, or 6«. coloured. 
'* The illustrations are all so replete with fun and imagination, that we scarcely know 
who will be most pleased with the nook, the good-natured grandtather who gives it, or the 
chubby grandchild who gets it, for a Clmstmas-Box.'*— ^o/er and Querieg. 



18 New AND INTERESTINQ WORKS 

Home Amusements. 

A Choice CoDectioii of Riddles, Charades, Conandmms, Parlour 
Games, and Forfeits. Bj F<te& Pozzlewkll, Eaq^ of Bebns HalL 
New Edition, with Frontispiece bj Phiz. 16mo, 2«. 6d, doth. 

Clara Hope; 

Or, the Blade and the Ear. By Miss KfiufER. With Frontispiece 

hj Birket Foster. Fcap. 8yo. price 3s. 6dL doth; 4r. ^d, cloth elegant, 

gilt edges. 

**A beantiftil namtiTe, diowiag bow bad habits maj be etad ic a t ed , and evil tempen 
•abdaed.**— Ai/uA Mother't Journal. 

BY W. H. C. KINGSTON. 

Our Soldiers; 

Or, Anecdotes of the Campaigns and Gallant Deeds of the British 
Army daring the reign of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. By W. H. 6. 
KiKOSTOK. With Frontispiece from a Painting in the Victoria Cross 
Gallery. Second Edition. Fcp. 8yo. price 3m, cluth; 3«. 6d. gilt edges. 

Our Sailors ; 

Or, Anecdotes of the Engagements and GalUnt Deeds of the British 
Kavy during the reign of Her Majesty Qaeen Victoria. With Frontis- 
piece. S^nd Edition, Price 3s. cloth; 3s, Sd. gilt edges. 
*' These Tolnmes abnndantly prore that both our officers and men in the Army and Harx, 
have been foand as ready as erer to dare, and to do as was dared and done of yore." 



W. H. C. KINGSTON'S BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
With Ulustrations. Fcap. Sro, price 5s, each, doth. 

True Blue ; 

Or, the Life and Adventures of a British Seaman of the Old School. 

*' There is abont all Mr. Kingston's tales a spirit of hopeftalneas, honesty, and cheery 
good prindple, which makes them most wholesome, as well as most interesting reading.**" 
Era, 

"With the exception of Capt. Marryat, we know of no Engli&b author who will compare 
with Mr. Kingston as a writer of books of nautical adTentnre."— i//iM/ra/ed News, 

Will Weatherhelra ; 

Or, the Yam of an Old Sailor about his Early life and Adventures. 

Fred Markham in Russia; 

Or, the Boy Trayellers in tlie Land of the Czar. 

Saltwater; 

Or Keil D*Arcy's Sea Life and Adventures. 

Mark Seaworth; 

A Tale of the Indian Ocean. Second Edition. 

Peter the Whaler ; 

His cai'ly Life and Adventures in the Arctic Regions. Third Edition, 
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Distant Homes ; 

Or, the Graham Familjr in New Zealand. By Mrs. I. E. AYi^MfiR. 
With Illustrations. Price Ss. Gd, cloth; 4s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

" English childi-en will be delighted with the history of the Graham FamOf, and be 
enabled to form pleasant and truthful conceptions of the * Distant Homes' inhabited by 
their kindred."— ^/Aerurum. 

The Adventures and Experiences of Biddy Dork- 

ING and ofthe FAT FROG. Edited hy Mrs. S. C. Hall. Dlustrated 
hy H. Weir. 2«. 6^^. cloth; 3a, 6</. coloured, gilt edges. 
" Most amusingly and wittily told,"— Morning Herald. 

Historical Acting Charades ; 

Or, Amnsements for Winter Evenings, hy the author of " Cat and 
Dog," etc. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo., price 3«. 6</. cloth gilt edges. 
'*A rare book for Christmas parties, and of practical yalue,"^Ilhutrated Newt, 

The Story of Jack and the Giants : 

With thirty-fire Illustrations hy Kichard Dotle. BeautifuUy printed. 
New and Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 4to. price 2s, 6d. cloth; 3s, 6d, 
coloured, extra cloth, gilt edges. 



«•' 



' In Doyle's drawings we have wonderful conceptions, which will secufe the book a 
place amongst the treasures of collectors, as well as excite the imaginations of children." 
—lOuttrateS Timet, 



Granny's Wonderful Chair ; 

And its Tales of Fairy Times. By Frances Browne. Illustrations 
hy Keknt Meadows. 3s. 6d, cloth, 4s. Sd, coloured. 



"One of the happiest blendings of marrel and moral we have ever seen." — Literarjf 
OautU, 

The Early Dawn ; 

Or, Stories to Think ahont Blnstrated hy H. Weir. Second 
Edition. Price 2s, 6d. cloth; 38, 6d coloured, gilt edges. 

Angelo ; 

Or, the Fine Forest among the Alps. By Geraldimb E. Jewsburt, 
author of ** The Adopted Child," etc. Blustrations by J. Arsolon. 
Second Edition. Price 2s. 6d, cloth ; 3^. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
"As pretty a child's story as one might look for on a winter's t\tiy.'*—Examiner» 

Tales of Magic and Meaning. 

Written and Illustrated hy Alfred Crowquill. 4to.; price 3«. 6<f. 
cloth; 4s, 6dL coloured. 

*' Clererly written, abonnding in fh)Iic and pathos, and incnicates so pnre a moral, that 
we must pronounce him a very fortunate little fellow, who catches these * Tales of Magic,* 
as a windfall from * The Christmas Tree'."— Athenaum, 
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Peter Parley's Fagots for the Fire Side; 

Or, Tales of Pact and Fancy. Twelve Illastrations. New Edition. 

Fcap. 8to.; 3«. Qd,, cloth; 4s. 6</. coloured, gilt edges. 

" A new book bv Peter Parley is a pleasant greeting for all boys and girls, whereTor the 
Enslish language is spoken and read. He has a happy method of coaveying information, 
while seeming to address himself to the imagination . ' — The Critic, 

Letters from Sarawak, 

Addressed to a Child; embracing an Account of tihe Manners, Cus- 
toms, and Religion of the Inhabitants of Borneo, with Incidents of 
Missionary Life among the Natives. By Mrs. M'Dougall. Foarth 
Thousand, with Illustrations. 3s, 6d, cloth. 
" All is new, interesting, and admirably told."— CAurcA and State Gazette. 

Kate and Rosalind ; 

Or, Early Experiences. By the author of " Quicksands on Foreign 
Shores," etc Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. gilt edges. 

'* A book of unusual merit. The story is exceedingly well told, and the characters are 
drawn with a freedom and boldness seldom met with.^'— C/turcA ofEngUtnd Quarterly. 

** The Irish scenes are of an excellence that lias not been surpassed since the best days 
of Miss Edgeworth." — Fra$er*s Magazine. 

Clarissa Donnelly; 

Or, The History of an Adopted Child. By Geraldikb B. 

Jewsbubt. With an Illustration by John Absolon. Fcap. 8vo, 

3s, 6d, cloth; 4s, gilt edges. 

"With wonderful power, only to be matched by as admirable a s!mplicity,Miss Jewsbury 
has narrated the history of a child. For nobility of purpose, for simple, nervous writing, 
and for artistic construction, it is one of the most valuable works of the day.*'— Xa«^ f 
Compemion. 

The Discontented Children ; 

And How they were Cured. By M. and E. Kirbt. Illustrated 

by H. K. Browne (Phiz.). Third edition, price 2s. 6d, cloth; 

3s. 6(2. coloured, gilt edges. 

'^We know no better method of banishing 'discontent* flrom school-room and nursery 
than by introducing this wise and clever story to their inmates.'* — Art Journal, 

The Talking Bird; 

Or, the Little Girl who knew what was going to happen. By M. and 
E. KiRBT. With Illustrations by H. EL Browne. Second Edition. 
Price 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Julia Maitland; 

Or, Pride goes before a Fall. By M. and E. Kirbt. Illustrated by 
Absolon. Price 2«. Gd. cloth; 3s, Cd, coloured, gilt edges. 

" It is nearly such a story as Miss Edgeworth might hare Written on the same theme.**— 
The Press. 



COMICAL PICTURE BOOKS. 

Each with Sixteen large Coloured Plates, price 2«. 6J., in fancy boards, 

or mounted on clotli. Is. exti-a. 

Picture Fables. 

Written and Illustrated by Alfred Crowquill. 

The Careless Chicken ; 

By the Baron Krakemsides. By Alfred Crowquill. 

Funny Leaves for the Younger Branches. 

By the Baron Krakemsides, of Burstenoudelafen Castle. Blustrated 
by Alfred Crowquill. 

Laugh and Grow Wise; 

By the Senior Owl of Ivy Hall. With Sixteen large coloured 
Plates. Price 2«. 6d, fancy boards; or 3s. 6d, mounted on cloth. 



The Remarkable History of the House that Jack 

Built. Splendidly Illustrated and magnificently Illuminated by The 
Son of a Genius. Price 28, infancy cover, 

** Ma^ificent in suggestion, ai*d most comical in expression I " — Athetueum, 

A Peep at the Pixies ; 

Or, Legends of the West. By Mrs. Bray. Author of " Life ot 
Stothard," "Trelawny," etc. With Illustrations by Phiz. Super- 
royal 16mo, price Ss, 6ti{. cloth; 4«. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

** A peep at the actual Pixies of Devonshire, faithfully described by Mrs. Bra^, is a 
treat. Uer knowledge of the locality, her affection for her subject, her exquisite feeling 
for nature, and her real delight in tairy lore, have given a freshness to the little volume 
we (tid not expect. The notes at the end contain matter of interest for all who feel a 
desire to Icnow the origin of such tales and legends." — Art Journal, 

A BOOK FOR EVERY CHILD. 

The Favourite Picture Book ; 

A Gallery of Delights, designed for the Amusement and Instruction of 
the Young. With several Hundred Illustrations from Drawings by 
J. Absolon, H. K, Browne (Phiz), J. Gilbert, T. liANDSEER, 
J. Leech, J. S. Prodt, II. Weir, etc. New Edition. Boyal 4to., 
bound in a new and Elegant Cover, price 3«. 6</. plain; Is, 6d, coloured; 
lOs, 6d, mounted on cloth and coloured. 

Sunday Evenings with Sophia ; 

Or, Little Talks on Great Subjects. A Book for Girls. By Leonora 
G. Bell. Frontispiece by J. Absolon. Fcap. 8vo, price 2«. 6d, cloth. 



Blind Man's Holiday ; 

Or Short Tales for the Nnrseiy. By the Anthor of " Mia and Charlie * 
niustrated by Absolon. 3s. 6d, cloth; 4«. 6cf. coloarcd^ gilt edges. 

NEW AND BEAUTIFUL LIBRARY EDITION. 

The Vicar of Wakefield ; 

A Tale. By Oliver Goldsmith. Printed by Whittingham. With 
Eight Illustrations by J. Absolon. Square fcap. Svo, price 5«., cloth; 
7«. half-bound morocco, Roxbarghe style; lOs. 6d. antique morocco. 

Mr. Absolon*s graphic sketches add greatly to the interest of the volume : altogether. 
It is as pret^ an edition of the * Vicar' as we have seen. Mrs. Primrose herself would 
consider it * well dressed.' " — Art Journals 

*' A delightftal edition of one of the most delightflil of works : the fine old type and thick 
paper make this volome attractive to any lover ofbodkn,**— Edinburgh Guardian, 

The Wonders of Home, in Eleven Stories. 

By Gbandfather Grst. With Illustrations. Third and Cheaper 
Edition. Royal 16mo., 2«. 6c/. cloth; 3«. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

** The idea is excellent, and its execution equally commendable. The sublects are wed 
selected, and are very happily told in a light yet sensible xatauier,*''—Week^ Newt. 

Cat and Dog ; 

Or, Memoirs of Puss and the Captain. Illustrated by Weib. Eighth 

Edition. Super-royal 16mo, 2«. 6c/. cloth; 8«.6dL coloured, gilt edges. 

** The anthor of this amuring little tale is, evidently, a keen observer of nature. The 
llhistnitions are well executed ( and the moral, which points the tale, is conveyed in the 
moat attractive form.*'— ^ntonma. 

The Doll and Her Friends ; 

Or, Memoirs of the Lady Seraphina. By the Author of " Cat and 
Bog." Third Edition. With Four Illustrations by H. K. Browns 
(Phiz). 2a, 6cL, cloth; 35. 6c/. coloured, gilt edges. 

Tales from Catland ; 

Dedicated to the Young Kittens of England. By an Old Tabbt. 
Illustrated by H. Weir. Fourth Edition. Small 4to, 2<. 6c/. plain; 
S«. 6c/. coloured, gilt edges. 

" The combination of quiet humour and sound sense has made this oneof thepleasantest 
little books of the season."— i<a<^^*« Newspaper, 

Scenes of Animal Life and Character. 

From Nature and Recollection. In Twenty Plates. By J. B. 41o^ 
price 2«., plain; 2^. 6c/., coloured, fancy boardis. 

** Truer, heartier, more playful, or more enjoyable sketches of animal life could 
scarcely be found anywhere.^'— S//«clator. 
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WORKS BY THE LATE MRS- R. LEE. 

Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Animals. 

Third Edition. With Illustrations by Habbisom Weib. Fcap. 8vo, 
S«b ^d, cloth; 48. gilt edges. 

Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Birds, 

REPTII/ES, and FISHES. With Illustrations by Habrison Wbib. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 3«. 6d. cloth; 4s. gilt edges. 

** Amusing, instrnctive, and ably \vritten.'* — Literary Gaxette. 

"Mrs. Lee's authorities— to name only one, Professor Owen— are, for the most part 
flnt-rate.*— J.^eiun«/n. 

Twelve Stories of the Sayings and Doings of 

ANIMALS. With Illustrations by J. W. Abchbb. Third Edition. 
Super-royal 16mo, 28. 6d. cloth; 3«. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Familiar Natural History. 

With Forty-two Blustrations from Original Drawings by Habbison 
WsiB. Super-royal 16mo, 3«. 6d. cloth; 5«. coloured gilt edges. 

%* May be had in Two Volumes, 2*. each plain ; 2«. 6d, Coloured, 
Entitled " British Animals and Birds." '* Foreign Animals and Birds/' 



»» 



Playing at Settlers; 



Or, the Eagot House. Blustrated by Gilbebt. 
Price 2s. 6d. cloth; 38. 6dL coloured> gilt edges. 



Second Edition. 



Adventures in Australia ; 

Or, the Wanderings of Captain Spencer in the Bush and the Wilds. 
Second Edition. Illustrated by Fbout. Fcap. 8vo., ds. Qd, cloth; 4«. 
gUt edges. 

The African Wanderers ; 

Or, the Adventures of Carlos and Antonio; embracing interesting 

Descriptions of the Manners and Customs of the Western Tribes, and 

the Natural Productions of the Country. Fourth Edition. With Eight 

Engravings. Fcap. Svo^ 3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. gilt edges. 

*' For fascinating adventure, and rapid succession of incident, the volume is equal to any 
ralation of travel we ever read."— UrUannia. 

ELEGANT GIFT FOR A LADY. 

Trees, Plants, and Flowers; 

Their Beauties, Uses and Influences. By Mrs. K. Leb. With beau- 
tiful coloured Illustrations by J. Andbbws. 8vo, price lOs. 6d,, cloth 

elegant, gilt edges. 
** The volnme'is at once useful as a botanical work,, and exquisite as the ornament of a 
boudoir table."— Zfrttonnia. ** As ftill of interest as of beauty."— ^r< Journal. 
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WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF MAMMA'S BIBLE STORIES. 



Fanny and her Mamma ; 



Or, "Easy Lessons for Children. In which it is attempted to bring Scrip- 
tural Principles into daily practice. Illustrated by J. Gilbbbt. Third 

Edition. 16mo, 2«. 6^. clotii; 3«. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
"A little book in beautifiil large clear t^rpe, to suit the capacity of infimt readers, which 
we can with pleasure recommend." — CArutian Ladtet' Magazine. 



Short and Simple Prayers, 



For the Use of Young Children. With Hymns. Sixth Edition. 

Square 1 6mo, Is, cloth. 
** Well adiH;>ted to the capacities of children— beginning with the simplest forms which 
the youngest child may lisp at its mother's knee, and proceeding with those suited to its 
gradnally advancing age. Special prayers, designed for particular circumstances and 
occasions, are added, we cordially recommend the bwik."— Christian Cttardian, 

Mamma's Bible Stories, 

For her Little Boys and Girls, adapted to the capacities of very young 
Children. Twelfth Edition, with Twelve Engravings. 2«. 6a. cloth; 
3s, 6d coloured, gilt edges. 

A Sequel to Mamma's Bible Stories. 

Sixth Edition. Twelve Illustrations. 2«. 6<L cloth, 3«. 6J. coloured. 

Scripture Histories for Little Children. 

With Sixteen Illustrations, by John Gilbbbt. Super-royallGmay 
price 2a, 6d. cloth ; 3«. 6c/. coloured, gilt edges. 
Contents. — The History of Joseph — ^History of Moses— History of our 
Saviour — The Miracles of Christ. 

Sold separately: 6d, each, plain; Is, coloured. 



The Family Bible Newly Opened ; 

With Uncle Goodwin's account of it. By Jeffbbts Tatlob* 
Frontispiece by J. Gilbert. Fcap. 8vo, Ss, 6rf. cloth. 
*' A very good accowit of the Sacred Writings, adapted to the tastes, fedings, and Intel-' 
ligence of young people.*'— ftfuoa/toiia/ Time*. 

Good in Everything ; 

Or, The Early History of Gilbert Harland. By Mbs. Babwbll, 

Author of *' Little Lessons for Little Learners," etc. Second Edition. 

Illustrations by Gilbert. 2s, 6d, cloth; 3«.6(2., coloured, gilt edges. 
" The moral of this eaquisite little tale wiU do more good than a thousand set tasks 
abounding with dry and uninteresting truisms."— £e£*« Mettenger, 
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THE FAVOURITE LIBRARY. 

A Series of Works for the Young; each Volume with an niustration 
by a well-known Artist. Price \a, cloth. 

1. THE ESKDALE HERD BOY. By Lady Stoddart. 

2. MRS. LEICESTER'S SCHOOL. By Cuarlbs and Mart Lamb. 

3. THE HISTORY OF THE ROBINS. By Mrs. Trimmer. 

4. MEMOIR OF BOB, THE SPOTTED TERRIER. 

5. KEEPER'S TRAVELS IN SEARCH OF HIS MASTER. 

6. THE SCOTTISH ORPHANS. By Lady Stoddart. 

7. NEVER WRONG; or, THE YOUNG DISPUTANT; and "IT 

WAS ONLY IN FUN." 

8. THE LIFE AND PERAMBULATIONS OF A MOUSiS. 

9. EASY INTRODUCTION TO THE KNOWLEDGE OF 

NATURE. By Mrs. Trimmer. 

10. RIGHT AND WRONG. By the Author of " Always Hafpy." 

11. HARRY'S HOLIDAY. By Jefperts Taylor. 

12. SHORT POEMS AND HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 

The above may he had Two Volumes hound in One, at Two ShiUings cloth. 

Glimpses of Nature ; 

And Objects of Interest described during a Visit to the Isle of Wight. 
Designed to assist and encourage Young Persons in forming habits of 
observation. By Mrs. Loudon. Second Edition, enlarged. With 
Forty-one Illustrations. 3s. 6d. cloth. 

** We could not recommend a more valuable little volume. It is full of Information , con* 
veyed in the most agreeable manner." — Literary GaxeUe. 

Tales of School Life. 

By Agnes Loudon. With Blustrations by John Absolon. Second 
Edition. Royal 16mo, 2«. ^d, plain; 8«.6(i. coloured, gilt edges. 

'* These reminiscences of school days will be recognised as truthfiil pictures of every-day 
occurrence. The style is colloquial and pleasant, and therefore well suited to those for 
whose perusal it is intended." — AUienteum, 

Kit Bam^ the British Sinbad ; 

Or, the Yams of an Old Mariner. By Mart Cowden Clarke, illus- 
trated by George Cruikshank. Fcap. 8vo^ price 3«. 6(i. cloth; 
4s. gilt edges. 
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The Day of a Baby Boy ; 

A Stoiy for a Young Child. Bj E. Bebgeb. With Illustrations by 

John Absolon. Third Edition. Super<royal 16mo, price 28. 6a. 

cloth; Sa. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
** A sweet little book for the nurseiy.*'— CArifton Titne§. 

Visits to Beechwood Farm ; 

Or, Country Pleasures. By Catherikb M. A. Couper. Illustrations 
by Ab80IX>n. Small 4to, Ss. 6</l, plain; 4«. 6d. coloured; gilt edges. 

Stories of Julian and his Playfellows, 

Written by His Mamma. With Four Illustrations by John Absolon. 
Second Edition. Small 4to., 2«. 6</., plain; Ss. Bd., coloured, gilt edges. 

The Nine Lives of a Cat ; 

A Tale of Wonder. Written and Blustrated by C. H. Bbnnbtt 

Twenty-four Engravings, price 2a. cloth; 2«. 6d coloured. 

*' Rich in the quaint humour and fancy that a man of genius knows how to spare for the 
enlivenment of <uiUdren."-- JSmmwwr. 

Maud Summers the Sightless : 

A Narratire for the Young. Illustrated by Absolon. 3s, 6d, cloth; 
4s, 6(2. coloured, gilt edges. 

London Cries and Public Edifices 

Illustrated in Twenty-four Engravings by Litke Limnisb; with descrip- 
tive Letter-press. Square 12mo,2«.6(/. plain; 5«. coloured. 

The Silver Swan ; 

A Fairy Tale. By Madamb db Chatblain. Illustrated by John 
Lebch. Small 4to, 2«. 6d. cloth; Ss, 6d coloured, gilt edges. 

Always Happy; 

Or, Anecdotes of Felix and his Sister Serena. Nineteenth Edition, 
Illustrated by Anblat. Royal 18mo, price 2s. cloth. 

Anecdotes of Kings, 

Selected from History; or, Gertrude's Stories for Children. With En- 
gravings. 2s, 6d, plain; Ss. 6d, coloured. 

Bible Illustrations; 

Or, a Description of Manners and Customs peculiar to the East, and 
especially Explanatory of the Holy Scriptures. By the Rev. B. H. 
Dbapeb. With Engravings. Fourth Edition. Revised by Dr. Kitto, 
Editor of " The Pictorial Bible," etc. 3^ dd. cloth. 
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Trimmer's (Mrs.) Old Testament Lessons. 

With 40 Engravings. 1«. 6 J. cloth. 

Trimmer's (Mrs.) New Testament Lessons. 

With 40 Engravings. Is 6d. cloth. 

The Daisy, 

With Thirty Wood Engravings. Price 1*. cloth. (1*. 6d. coloured.) 

The Cowslip. 

With Thirty Engravings. 1«. cloth. (U. 6(/. coloured.) 

History of Prince Lee Boo. 

Price Is. cloth. 

Dissections for Young Children ; 

In a neat hox. Price 3s. Sd. each. 

1. LiYss OF Joseph and Moses. 3. Mother Hcbbabd and Doo. 

2. HiSTORT OF Ous Saviour. 4. Life and Death of Cock Bobin. 

A Word to the Wise ; 

Or, Hints on the Current Improprieties of Expression in Writing and 

Speaking. By Parry Gwynne. ilth Thousaikl. 18mo. price 6</. 

sewed, or la. cloth, gilt edges. 

** All who wUh to mind their p*« and g"* should oonnilt this little v<AaaM.**^Ge>tUemaH*s 
Jnfaganne. 

The British History briefly told, 

and a Description of the Ancient CastomS; Sports, and Pastimes of the 
English. Emhellished with Portraits of the Sovereigns of England in 
their proper Costumes, and 18 other Engravings. 38. Gd. clot£ 

Chit-chat ; 

Or, Short Tales in Short Words. By the author of « Always 
Happy." New Edition. With Eight Engravings. Price 28, 6d. cloth, 
Ss, 6a. coloured, gilt edges. 

Conversations on the Life of Jesus Christ. 

By a Mother. With 12 Engravings. 2a. 6d. plain; 3a. Qd, coloured. 

Cosmorama. 

The Manners, Customs, and Costumes of all Nations of the World 
described. Bv J. Abpin. With namerous Illustrations. 3a, 6d. plain; 
and 4a, 6d, coloured. 

Easy Lessons ; 

Or, Leading-Strines to Knowledge. New Edition^ with 8 Engravingi. 
2«. 6d, plain; 2a, 6a. coloured, gilt edges. 
I 
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Key to Knowledge ; 

Or, Things in Common Uae simply and shortlj' explained. By a 
MoTHEB, Author of "Always Happy," etc Thirteenth Edition. With 
Slxtf lUnstnUions. 2s. 6d. doth. 

Facts to correct Fancies ; 

Or, Short Narratives compOed from the Biography o Bemaikable 
Women. By a Mothxb. WithEngnmngs, 3*. 6dL plain; 4«.6d!. eolonicd. 

Fruits of Enterprise ; 

Exhibited in the Travels ofBelxoni in Egypt and Nnbia. Fourteenth 
Edition, with six Engrarings by Birkbt Fobtxb. Price 3«. doth. 

The Garden ; 

Or, Frederick's Monthly Instructions for the Management and Forma- 
tion of a Flower Garden. Fourth Edition. With Engravings by 
SowERBT. 3«. 6d, phun; or Gs. with the Flowers coloured. 

How to be Happy ; 

Or, Fairy Gifts, to which is added a Selection of Moral AIl^;ories. 
With Steel Engravings. Price 3«. 6d, cloth. 

Infantine Knowledge. 

A Spelling and Beading Book, on a Popular Plan. With numerous 
Engravings. Tenth Edition. 2«. explain; 3<. 6dL coloured, gilt edges. 

The Ladder to Learning. 

A Collection of Fables, arranged progressively in words of One, Two, 
and Three Syllables. Edited by Mrs. Trimueb. With 79 Outs. Nine- 
teenth Edition. 2«. 6d, cloth. 

Little Lessons for Little Learners. 

In Words of One Syllable. By Mrs. Barwell. Tenth Edition, 
with nnmerons Illustrations. 2«. 6d. plain; 3s. 6(L coloured, gilt edges. 

The Little Reader. 

A Progressive Step to Knowledge. Fourth Edition with sixteen Plates. 
Price 2ff. 6d. cloth. 

Mamma's Lessons. 

For her Little Boys and Girls. Fifteenth Edition, with eight En- 
gravings. Price 28. Gd. cloth; Zs. 6d. coloured, gHt edges. 

The Mine ; 

Or, Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Operations of the 
Miner and the Products of his Labours. By the late Rev. Isaac Taylor. 
Sixth Edition, with numerons additions by Mrs. Loudon. 45 Woodcuts 
and 16 Steel Engravings. 3s. 6d. doth. 
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Ehoda ; 

Or, The Excellence of Charit^r. Fourth Edition. With Illustrations. 
16mo, 2a. cloth. 

The Students; 

Or, Biographies of the Grecian Philosophers. 12mo, price 2a, 6d» cloth. 

Stories of Edward and his little Friends, 

With 12 Illustrations. Second Edition. Sa, 6d, plain; 4a, 6d, coloured. 

Sunday Lessons for little Children. 

By Mas. Babwell. Fourth Edition. 2«. 6d, plain j 3a, coloured. 

EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 

Rhymes of Royalty. 

The History of England in Verse, from the Norman Conquest to the 
reign of Queen Yictobia; with an Appendix, comprising a summary 
of the leading events in each reign. Fcap. 8yo, 2«. 6d. cloth. 

True Stories from Ancient History, 

Chronologically arranged from the Creation of the World to the Death 
of Charlemagne. Thirteenth Edition. With 24 Steel Engravings. 12mo^ 
5a, cloth. 

True Stories from Modem History, 

From the Death of Charlemagne to the present Time. Eighth 
Edition. With 24 Steel Engravings. 12mo, 5a, cloth. 

The Modem British Plutarch ; 

Or, Lives of Men distinguished in the recent History of our Country 
for their Talents, Virtues and Achievements. By W. C. Tatlob, LL.D. 
Author of "A Manual of Ancient and Modem History,'* etc. 12mo, 
Second Thousand. 4a, 6d, cloth ; 5a, eilt edges. 
**A work which will be welcomed in any circle of intelligent yottng per8on8.*'--^riWM 
Quarterly Review, 

Harry Hawkins's H-Book; 

Shewing how he learned to aspirate his W*s, Frontispiece by H. Wei • 

Second Edition. Super-royal 16mo, price 6<f. 

" No family or school-room within, or indeed heyond, the sound of Bow bells, should be 
without this merry manual." — Art Journal, 

Mrs. Trimmer's Concise History of England, 

Bevised and brought down to the present time by Mrs. Milnbr. With 
Portraits of the Sovereigns in their proper costume, and Frontispiece 
by Habyey. New Edition in One Volume. 58, cloth. 
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Stories from the Old and New Testaments, 

On an improved plan. By the Bey. B. H. Baapeb. With 48 En- 
gravings. Fifth Edition. 12mo, 5s, cloth. 

Pictorial Geography. 

For the nseof Children. Presenting- at one view Illustrations of the 
various Geographical Terms, and thus imparting clear and definite 
ideas of their meaning. On a Large' Sheet. PHce 2«. 6d. in tints; 
5s, on Hollers, varnished. 

One Thousand Arithmetical Tests ; 

Or, The Examiner's Assistant. Speciallj adapted for Examination 
Purposes, but also suited for general use in Schools. By T. S. Catzeb, 
Head Master of Queen Elizabeth's Hospital, Bristol. Fourth Edition, 
revised and stereotyped. Price Is. 6d, cloth. 

%♦ Answers to the above, Is. 6d. cloth. 

One Thousand Algebraical Tests; 

On the same plan. Second Edition. 8vo., price 38, 6d, cloth. 
Answers to the Algebraical Tests, price 28, 6d. cloth. 

Gaultier's Familiar Geography. 

With a concise Treatise on tlie Artificial Sphere, and two coloured 
Maps, illustrative of the .principal. Geographical Terms. Sixteenth 
Edition. 16mo, 38, cloth. 

Butler's Outline Maps, and Key; 

Or, Geographical and Biographical Exorcises; with a Set of Coloured 
Outline Maps; designed for the U<se of Young Persons. Bj tlva .late 
William Butler. Enlarged by the author's son, J. O. Butler. 
Thirty-fourth Edition, revised. 4«. 

B very-Day Things ; ' 

Or, Useful Knowledge respecting the principal Animal, Vegetable, and 
Mineral Substances in common use. Second Edition. 18mo, Is, 6</. 
cloth. 

" A little enovclopiedia of useful knowledge, desenring a place in ereryJuTenUe libranr." 
^^van^eliccU Magazine, 



Rowbotham's New and Easy Method of Learning 

the FRENCH GGBNDEBS. New Edition. 6d. 

Bellenger-s Frehch Word and Phrase-book. 

Cbht&ihitag a select Vochbuiary and 'Dialogues, for the U^ 
ners. Now Edition, i«. sewed. 
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MARIN DE LA VOY£*S ELEMENTARY FRENCH WORKS. 

Les Jeunes Narrateurs ; 

Oa Fetits Contes Moraux. With a Key to the difficult words and 

phrases. Frontispiece. Second Edition. 18mo, 2s, cloth. 
** Written in pure and easy French.*'— Iformn^ Post. 

The Pictorial French Grammar; 

For the Use of Children. With Eighty Illustrations. Royal 16mo., 
price l«.. sewed} l«. 6</. cloth. 



Le Babillard. 

An Amusing Introduction to the French Language. By a French 
Lady. Seventh Edition. With 16 Illustrations. 2s. cloth. 

Der Schwatzer; 

Or, the Prattler. An amusing Introduction to the German Language, 
on the Plan of "Le Bahillard.'' 16 Illustrations. 16mo, price 2«. 
doth. 

Battle Fields. 

_ A graphic Guide to the Places described in the History of England as 
the scenes of such Events; with the situation of the principal Naval 
Engagements fought on the Coast of the British Empire. By Mr. 
Wauthier, Geographer. On a large sheet 35. 6d. ; or on a roller, 
and varnished, is. 6af. 

Tabular Views of the Geography and Sacred His- 

TORY of PALESTINE, and of the TRAVELS of ST. PAUL. 
Intended for Pupil Teachers, and others engaged in Class Teaching. 
By A. T. White. Oblong 8vo, price !»., sewed. 

The First Book of Geography ; 

Specially adapted as a Text Book for Beginners, and as a Guide to the 

Young Teacher. By Hugo Rbid, author of '* Elements of Astronomy," 

etc. Fourth Edition, carefully revised. 18mo, Is. sewed. 

** One of the most sensible little books on the subject of Oeogpraphy we have met with.*' 
— Eduoaiional Tituet. 

The Child's Grammar, 

By the late Ladt Fbnn, under the assumed name of Mrs. Lovechild. 
Fiftieth Edition. 18mo, 9d. cloth. 

The Prince of Wales' Primer. 

With 300 Illustrations by J. Gilbert. Price 6d., or U. Illumiuated 
cover, gilt edges. 



32 WORKS PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FARRAISI. 

DURABLE NURSERY BOOKS, 

MOUNTED ON CLOTH WITH COLOURED PLATES, 

ONE SHILLING EACH. 



1 Alphabet of Goody Two-Shoes. 

2 Cinderella. 

3 Cock Robin. 

4 Courtship of Jenny Wren. 

5 Dame Trot and her Cat. 

6 History of an Apple Pie. 

7 House that Jack built. 



8 Little Rhymes for Little Folks. 

9 Mother Hubbard. 
10 Monkey's Frolic. 

i 1 Old Woman and her Fig. 

12 Fuss in Boots. 

13 Tommy Trip's Museum of 

Birds. 



BY THOMAS DARNELL. 

PARSING SIMPLIFIED: An Introduction and Companion to all 
Grammars; consisting of Short and Easy Rules (with Parsing 
Lessons to each) whereby young Students may, in a short time, be 
gradually led through a knowledge of the several Elementary Parts 
of Speech to a thorough comprehension of the grammatical con- 
struction of the most complex sentences of our ordinary Authors, 
either in Prose or Poetry, by Thomas Dahnell. Price 1** cloth. 

** Sound in principle, Bingularly felicitous in example and illustration, and though brief, 
thoroughly exhaustive of the subject. The boy who will not leam to parse on Mr. 
Darnell's plan is not likely to do so on any other.— Aforntu^ Po»t, 

GEORGE DARNELL'S EDUCATIONAL WORKS- 

The attention of all interested in the subject of Education is invited to 
these Works, now in extensive use throughout the Kingdom, prepared by 
Mr. George Darnell, a Schoolmaster of many years' experience. 

1. COPY BOOK$. — A SHORT awd certain road to a Good Hand- 

writing, gradually advancing from the Simple Stroke to a superior 
Small-hand. 

Large Post, Sixteen Numbers, 6d. each. 

Foolscap, Twenty Numbers, to which are added Three Supplementary 

Numbers of Angular Writing for Ladies, and One of Ornamental Hands. 

Price 3d. each. 

%* This series may also be had on very superior paper, marble covers, 4d. each. 

" For teaching writing I would recommend the use of Damell*s Copy Books. I have 
noticed a marked improvement wherever they have been used.'* — Report of Mr. Mojfe 
{NatUmal Society** Organixer ofScftooU) to tlie iVorcuter JOiocaan Board of Eaueation, 

2. GRAMMAK, made intelligible to Children, price Is. cloth. 

3. ARITHMETIC, made intelligible to Children, price Is. 6i cloth. 

%* Key to Parts 2 and 3, price Is. cloth. 

4. HEADING, a Short and Certain Road to, price 6d. cloth. 

WERTHXIMEU, LEA AND C0.» CIUCTTS PLACE, FIN'SBCRT CIKCU8. 



